























MAGGIE 
together with 
George’s Mother and The Blue Hotel 


66 


The Collected Poems 
Of 
Stephen Crane 


““HE WAS A GENUINE ARTIST; EVEN THE 
LEAST IMPORTANT EXAMPLES OF HIS GIFT 
HAVE A SPECIAL QUALITY OF EXCELY 
LENCE.’’—The New Republic 


shtlen 


MAGGIE 


together with 


George’s Mother aud The Blue Hotel 
STEPHEN CRANE 


WITH AN INTRODUCTION BY HENRY HAZLITT 


AARAAAAAAAAAA 
£ ened aneala che asta 


i) 


PPA PW 
PID PPD PDH 


U! 


Cee. 


APARAAAAMAAMAABMAAMFS 
PARA AAAAAAAAAE| 


eA 


BIPM YAPY YH 
PMID HOY 


f 
i 





ALFRED-A-KNOPF 
New York Memxxxi 


Copyright 1923 by William H. Crane 
Copyright 1896,1899,1920,1931 by Alfred A.Knopf-Inc. 
All rights reserved— 
no part of this book may be reprinted in any form 
without permission in writing from the publisher 


MANUFACTURED IN THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA 


CONTENTS 


HCHO 


INTRODUCTION 
Vii 
GEORGE'S MOTHER 
19 


THE BLUE HOTEL 
93 


AN APPRECIATION 
(BY W. D. HOWELLS, 1895) 
135 


MAGGIE 
137 


i) 





lutroduction 
is als 


O,, day in Fanuary, 1892, a tall slender youngster 
of twenty-one appeared at the office of “The Century” 
with a note of introduction to its editor, Richard Watson 
Gilder. He had written a novel. Perhaps “The Century” 
might ...? Mr. Gilder was cordial; he took the manu. 
script home with him and read it. He was shocked. The 
leading character was a prostitute. The other characters 
were incredibly callous. There was talent and power in 
the book, but how cruel it was! Here was a story of the 
slums, told without moralizing, without condescension, 
even without apology. That “The Century” should seri- 
ously consider 1t was out of the question. When the author 
called for his manuscript Mr. Gilder began to talk of ad- 
jectives and split infinitives.““ You mean,” cutin Stephen 
Crane, “that the story is too honest?” 

In the spring of that year Crane took his manuscript to 
various other magazines—with the same result. Well... 
he locked it up in a box at his brother Edmuna’s house 
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in New Fersey. Then, as fall came on, he took heart; he 
worked on his manuscript again, borrowed $1000 from his 
brother William, and took the revised story of “ Maggie” 
to New York. Cheap publishing houses then often put out 
paper-bound novels at the author’s expense. He went to 
one. Yes, they would publish it, but of course their name 
would not appear on the title page, and he would have 
to sign a statement that he was twenty-one years old. 
Crane finally decided that his name would not appear 
on it either. He asked a friend what he thought was the 
stupidest name in the world. The friend thought Fohnson 
or Smith, and the name Fohnston Smith went on the ugly 
yellow cover by mistake. 

The bill for eleven hundred copies was $869; the pub- 
lishing house of Appleton later told Crane that the printer 
must have made about $700 out of him. “Maggie” sold 
for—or rather was priced at—so cents. None of the book- 
stores would take it except Brentano’s, which took a dozen 
copies and sent back ten of them. The newsstands would 
not touch it. Up to the end of Fanuary, 1893, Crane had 
gotrid of a hundred copies. The others stood in a high yel- 
low pile in the corner of his room. William Dean Howells, 
who was among the first to recognize Crane’s genius, and 
had defended “‘ Maggie,” wrote in 1913: ““To this hour 
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I cannot understand the attitude of the dealers. I saw sev- 
eral of them personally. ...If Crane had cared to try 
that trick he might have disposed of ‘Maggie’ to several 
stores which had the reputation of selling obscene books.” 
Itwas not until the sensational success of “The Red Badge 
in 1895 that “ Maggie” appeared between 


? 


of Courage’ 
real covers. 
Thomas Beer, in his brilliant biography of Crane, has 
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ventured to call“ Maggie’ “‘the first ironic novel ever writ- 
ten by an American.” We are accustomed to ironic novels — 
about low and commonplace people, and precisely because 
Crane’s influence on our present letters is so profound 
we are in danger of underestimating both his pioneering 
achievement itself and the courage that it called for. When 
earnest readers of that day came upon those last lines in 
which Maggie’s mother cries “IU fergive her!” a few of 
them no doubt took pains to indicate to the author that 
the “‘fergiveness” might well have been the other way 
round; it is actually on record that some of them pointed 
out to Crane that his young man in “The Red Badge”’ 
was not the ideal of a soldier. 

It would be easy to yield to the temptation to discuss 
all three stories in the present volume as if they were mere 
apprentice work leading up to the stark magnificence of 
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“The Red Badge.” But each is secure in its own right; 
Crane’s directness and force is in all of them. “The Blue 
Hotel” is one of the most vivid short stories ever written 
by an American. As Mr. Mencken has pointed out, the 
episode related there is obviously the last scene in a long 
drama: “ The Swede’s grotesque and sordid death is by no 
means a phenomenon in vacuo: we somehow feel that it 1s 
the fit and foreordained climax to a long series of obscure 
events, all bound together by chains of occult causation.” 

One fact about both “ George’s Mother” and“ Maggie” 
is worth calling attention to: the characters in both of them 
are less individuals than types: George’s mother repre- 
sents the blind, unimaginative devotion of tens of thou- 
sands of mothers, George is a generalized callous son. This 
typicality of the figureis even more obvious in “ Maggie”: 
Maggie’s father is the slum father, her mother the worst 
type of slum mother, her brother the slum brother. The 
description of Fimmie’s behavior and feelings as a truck 
driver 1s a description of all truck drivers. These gen- 
eralized characters are not the result of an inability on 
Crane’s part to create sharp individual portraits; they 
reflect his intention. In the story in its original form the 
characters did not even have names; they were “the girl,” 
“the girl’s mother,” and so on. The same anonymity— 
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and universality—is in the youth in “The Red Badge.” 
Critics often make the mistake of supposing that to create 
such generalized persons is less important and less diffi- 
cult than to create individualized characters, even though 
the latter may have no significance beyond themselves. 
This 1s plainly nonsense. The whole value of Mr. Lewis’s 
George F. Babbitt lay in his appalling typicality. And 
if one asks for a higher and more secure example of the 
purely generalized figure, there is Bunyan’s Christian. 


Henry Haz.itr 
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L. the swirling rain that came at dusk the broad avenue 
glistened with that deep bluish tint which is so widely con- 
demned when it is put into pictures. There were long rows 
of shops, whose fronts shone with full, golden light. Here 
and there, from druggists’ windows or from the red street- 
lamps that indicated the positions of fire-alarm boxes, a 
flare of uncertain, wavering crimson was thrown upon the 
wet pavements. 

The lights made shadows, in which the buildings loomed 
with a new and tremendous massiveness, like castles and 
fortresses. There were endless processions of people, mighty 
hosts, with umbrellas waving, banner-like, over them. Horse- 
cars, a-glitter with new paint, rumbled in steady array be- 
tween the pillars that supported the elevated railroad. The 
whole street resounded with the tinkle of bells, the roar of 
iron-shod wheels on the cobbles, the ceaseless trample of 
the hundreds of feet. Above all, too, could be heard the loud 
screams of the tiny newsboys who scurried in all directions. 
Upon the corners, standing in from the dripping eaves, were 
many loungers, descended from the world that used to pros- 
trate itself before pageantry. 

A brown young man went along the avenue. He held a 
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tin lunch-pail under his arm in a manner that was evidently 
uncomfortable. He was puffing at a corncob pipe. His shoul- 
ders had a self-reliant poise, and the hang of his arms and 
the raised veins of his hands showed him to be a man who 
worked with his muscles. 

As he passed a street-corner a man in old clothes gave a 
shout of surprise and, rushing impetuously forward, grasped 
his hand. 

“Hello, Kelcey, ol’ boy!” cried the man in old clothes. 
“How’s th’ boy, anyhow? Where in thunder yeh been fer 
th’ last seventeen years? I’ll be hanged if you ain’t th’ last 
man I ever expected t’ see.” 

The brown youth put his pail to the ground and grinned. 
“Well, if it ain’t ol’ Charley Jones,” he said, ecstatically 
shaking hands. “How are yeh, anyhow? Where yeh been 
keepin’ yerself? I ain’t seen yeh fer a year.” 

“Well, I should say so! Why, th’ last time I saw you was 
up in Handyville!” 

“Sure! On Sunday, we——” 

“Sure. Out at Bill Sickles’s place. Let’s go get a drink!” 

They made toward a little glass-fronted saloon that sat 
blinking jovially at the crowds. It engulfed them with a 
gleeful motion of its two widely smiling lips. 

“What’ll yeh take, Kelcey?” 

“Oh, I guess I’ll take a beer.” 

“Gimme little whisky, John.” 

The two friends leaned against the bar and looked with 
enthusiasm upon each other. 

“Well, well, ’m thunderin’ glad t’ see yeh,” said Jones. 

“Well, I guess,” replied Kelcey. “Here’s to yeh, ol’ man.” 
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“Let ’er go.” 

They lifted their glasses, glanced fervidly at each other, 
and drank. 

“Yeh ain’t changed much, on’y yeh’ve growed like th’ 
devil,” said Jones, reflectively, as he put down his glass. 
“Td know yeh anywheres!” 

“Certainly yeh would,” said Kelcey. “An’ I knew you, 
too, th’ minute I saw yeh. Yer changed, though!” 

“Yes, admitted Jones with some complacency, “I s’pose 
I am.” He regarded himself in the mirror that multiplied 
the bottles on the shelf in back of the bar. He should have 
seen a grinning face with a rather pink nose. His derby was 
perched carelessly on the back part of his head. Two wisps 
of hair straggled down over his hollow temples. There was 
something very worldly and wise about him. Life did not 
seem to confuse him. Evidently he understood its compli- 
cations. His hand thrust into his trousers pocket, where he 
jingled keys, and his hat perched back on his head expressed 
a young manof vast knowledge. His extensive acquaintance 
with bartenders aided him materially in this habitual expres- 
sion of wisdom. ; 

Having finished, he turned to the barkeeper. “John, has 
any of th’ gang been in t’-night yet?” 

“No—not yet,” said the barkeeper. “Ol’ Bleecker was 
aroun’ this afternoon about four. He said if I seen any of 
th’ boys t’ tell em he’d be up t’-night if he could get away. 
I saw Connor an’ that other fellah goin’ down th’ avenyeh 
about an hour ago. I guess they’ll be back after a while.” 

“This is th’ hang-out fer a great gang,” said Jones, turn- 
ing to Kelcey. “They’re a great crowd, I tell yeh. We own 
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th’ place when we oe started. Come aroun’ some night. Any 
night, almost. T’-night, b’ jiminy. They'll almost all be here, 
an’ I’dlike t’ interduce yeh. They’rea aie gang! Gre-e-at!” 

“T’d like teh,” said Kelcey. 

“Well, come ahead, then,” cried cieahen cordially. “Ye’d 
like t’? know ’em. It’s an outa-sight crowd. Come aroun’ 
t’-night!” 

“T willifI can.” 

“Well, yeh ain’t got anything t’ do, have yeh?” demanded 
Jones. ‘““Well, come along, then. Yeh might just as well spend 
yer time with a good crowd a’ fellahs. An’ it’s a great gang. 
Great! Gre-e-at!”” 

“Well, Imust make fer home now, anyhow,” said Kelcey. 
“Tt’s late as blazes. What’ll yeh take this time, ol’ man?” 

“Gimme little more whisky, John.” 

“Guess I'll take another beer!” 

Jones emptied the whisky into his large mouth and then 
put the glass upon the bar. “Been in th’ city long?” he 
asked. “Um—well, three yearsis a good deal fer a slick man. 
Doin’ well? Oh, well, nobody’s doin’ well these days.” He 
looked down mournfully at his shabby clothes. “‘Father’s 
dead, ain’t ’e? Yeh don’t say so? Fell off a scaffoldin’, didn’t 
’e? I heard it somewheres. Mother’s livin’, of course? I 
thought she was. Fine ol’ lady—fi-i-ne. Well, you’re th’ last 
of her boys. Was five of yeh oncet, wasn’t there? I knew 
four m’self. Yes, five! I thought so. An’ all gone but you, 
hey? Well, you’ll have t’ brace up an’ be a comfort t’ th’ ol’ 
mother. Well, well, well, who would ’a’ thought that on’y 
you’d be left out a’ all that mob a’ tow-headed kids? Well, 
well, well, it’s a queer world, ain’t it?” 
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A contemplation of this thought made him sad. Hesighed, 
and moodily watched the other sip beer. 

“Well, well, it’s a queer world—a damn queer world.” 

“Yes,” said Kelcey, “I’m th’ on’y one left!’ There was 
an accent of discomfort in his voice. He did not like this 
dwelling upon a sentiment that was connected with himself. 

“How is th’ ol lady, anyhow?” continued Jones. “Th’ last 
time I remember she was as spry as a little ol’ cricket, an’ 
was helpeltin’ aroun’ th’ country lecturin’ before W.C.T.U.’s 
an’ one thing an’ another.” 

“Oh, she’s pretty well,” said Kelcey. 

“An’ out a’ five boys you’re th’ on’y one she’s got left? 
Well, well—have another drink before yeh go.” 

“Oh, I guess I’ve had enough.” 

A wounded expression came into Jones’s eyes. “Oh, come 
on,” he said. 

“Well, I’ll take another beer!” 

“Gimme little more whisky, John!” 

When they had concluded this ceremony, Jones went 
with his friend to the door of the saloon. “Good-bye, ol’ 
man,” he said genially. His homely features shone with 
friendliness. “Come aroun’, now, sure. T’-night!See? They’re 
a great crowd. Gre-e-at!”’ 


II 


A MAN with a red, mottled face put forth his head from a 
window and cursed violently. He flung a bottle high across 
two back yards at a window of the opposite tenement. It 
broke against the bricks of the house, and the fragments fell 
crackling upon the stones below. The man shook his fist. 
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A bare-armed woman, making an array of clothes on a 
line in one of the yards, glanced casually up at the man and 
listened to his words. Her eyes followed his to the other 
tenement. From a distant window a youth with a pipe yelled 
some comments upon the poor aim. Two children, being in 
the proper yard, picked up the bits of broken glass and be- 
gan to fondle them as new toys. 

From the window at which the man raged came the sound 
of an old voice, singing. It quavered and trembled out into 
the air as if a sound-spirit had a broken wing. 


“Should I be car-reed tew th’ skies 

O-on flow’ry be-eds of ee-ease, 
While others fought tew win th’ prize 
An’ sailed through blood-ee seas?” 


The man in the opposite window was greatly enraged. He 
continued to swear. 

A little old woman was the owner of the voice. Ina fourth- 
storey room of the red-and-black tenement she was trudging 
on a journey. In her arms she bore pots and pans, and some- 
times a broom and dust-pan. She wielded them like weap- 
ons. Their weight seemed to have bended her back and 
crooked her arms until she walked with difficulty. Often 
she plunged her hands into water at a sink. She splashed 
about, the dwindled muscles working to and fro under the 
loose skin of her arms. She came from the sink streaming 
and bedraggled as if she had crossed a flooded river. 

There was the flurry of a battle in thisroom. Through the 
clouded dust or steam one could see the thin figure dealing 
mighty blows. Always her way seemed beset. Her broom was 
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continually poised, lance-wise, at dust demons. There came 
clashings and clangings as she strove with her tireless foes. 

It was a picture of indomitable courage. And as she went 
on her way her voice was often raised ina long cry, astrange 
war-chant, a shout of battle and defiance, that rose and fell 
in harsh screams, and exasperated the ears of the man with 
the red, mottled face. 


“Should I be car-reed tew th’ skies 
O-on flow’ry be-eds of ee-ease 


” 





Finally she halted for a moment. Going to the window, 
she sat down and mopped her face with her apron. It was 
a lull, a moment of respite. Still it could be seen that she 
even then was planning skirmishes, charges, campaigns. She 
gazed thoughtfully about the room and noted the strength 
and position of her enemies. She was very alert. 

Atlastshe returned to the mantel. “Fiveo’clock,” she mur- 
mured, scrutinizing a little swaggering nickel-plated clock. 

She looked out at chimneys growing thickly on the roofs. 
A man at work on one seemed like a bee. In the intricate 
yards below, vine-like lines had strange leaves of cloth. To 
her ears there came the howl of the man with the red, 
mottled face. He was engaged in a furious altercation with 
the youth who had called attention to his poor aim. They 
were like animals in a jungle. 

In the distance an enormous brewery towered over the 
other buildings. Great gilt letters advertised a brand of beer. 
Thick smoke came from funnels and spread near it like vast 
and powerful wings. The structure seemed a great bird, fly- 
ing. The letters of the sign made a chain of gold hanging 
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from its neck. The little old woman looked at the brewery. 
It vaguely interested her, for a moment, as a stupendous 
affair, a machine of mighty strength. 

Presently she sprang from her rest and began to buffet 
with her shrivelled arms. In a moment the battle was again 
in full swing. Terrific blows were given and received. There 
arose the clattering uproar of a new fight. The little intent 
warrior never hesitated nor faltered. She fought withastrong 
and relentless will. Beads and lines of perspiration stood 
upon her forehead. 

Three blue plates were leaning in a row on the shelf in 
back of the stove. The little old woman had seen it done 
somewhere. In front of them swaggered the round nickel- 
plated clock. Her son had stuck many cigarette pictures in 
the rim of a looking-glass that hung near. Occasional chro- 
mos were tacked upon the yellowed walls of the room. There 
was one in a gilt frame. It was quite an affair, in reds and 
greens. They all seemed like trophies. 

It began to grow dark. A mist came winding. Rain plashed 
softly upon the window-sill. A lamp had been lighted in the 
opposite tenement; the strong orange glare revealed the 
man with a red, mottled face. He was seated by a table, 
smoking and reflecting. 

The little old woman looked at the clock again. “Quarter 
a’ six.” 

She had paused for a moment, but she now hurled herself 
fiercely at the stove that lurked in the gloom, red-eyed, like 
a dragon. It hissed, and there was renewed clangour of blows. 
The little old woman dashed to and fro. 
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As IT GREW toward seven o’clock the little old woman be- 
came nervous. She often would drop into a chair and sit 
staring at the little clock. 

“T wonder why he don’t come,” she continually repeated. 
There was a small, curious note of despair in her voice. As 
she sat thinking and staring at the clock the expressions of 
her face changed swiftly. All manner of emotions flickered 
in her eyes and about her lips. She was evidently perceiv- 
ing in her imagination the journey of a loved person. She 
dreamed for him mishaps and obstacles. Something tremen- 
dous and irritating was hindering him from coming to her. 

She had lighted an oil lamp. It flooded the room with 
vivid yellow glare. The table, in its oil-cloth covering, had 
previously appeared like a bit of bare brown desert. It now 
was a white garden, growing the fruits of her labour. 

“Seven o'clock,” she murmured, finally. She was aghast. 

Then suddenly she heard a step upon the stair. She sprang 
up and began to bustle about the room. The little fearful 
emotions passed at once from her face. She seemed now to 
be ready to scold. 

Young Kelcey entered the room. He gave a sigh of relief, 
and dropped his pail in a corner. He was evidently greatly 
wearied by a hard day of toil. 

The little old woman hobbled over to him and raised her 
wrinkled lips. She seemed on the verge of tears and an out- 
burst of reproaches. 

“Hello!” he cried,in a voice of cheer. “Been gettin’ anxious?” 

“Yes,” she said, hovering about him. “Where yeh been, 
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George? What made yehso late? I’ve been waitin’ th’ longest” 
while. Don’t throw your coat down there. Hang it up behind 
th’ door.” 

The son put his coat on the proper hook, and then went 
to splatter water in a tin wash-basin at the sink. 

“Well, yeh see, I met Jones—you remember Jones? OI’ 
Handyville fellah. An’ we had t’ stop an’ talk over ol’ times. 
Jones is quite a boy.” 

The little old woman’s mouth set in a sudden straight 
line. “Oh, that Jones,” she said. “I don’t like him.” 

The youth interrupted a flurry of white towel to give a 
glance of irritation. “Well, now, what’s th’ use of talkin’ 
that way?” he said to her. “What do yeh know "bout ’im? 
Ever spoke to ’im in yer life?” 

“Well, I don’t know as I ever did since he grew up,” re- 
plied the little old woman. “But I know he ain’t th’ kind a’ 
man I’d like t’ have you go around with. He ain’t a good 
man. I’m sure he ain’t. He drinks.” 

Her son began to laugh. ““Th’ dickens he does!’ He seemed 
amazed, but not shocked, at this information. 

She nodded her head with the air of one who discloses a 
dreadful thing. “I’msure of it! Once Isaw ’im comin’ out a’ 
Simpson’s Hotel, upin Handyville, an’ he could hardly walk. 
He drinks! I’m sure he drinks!” 

“Holy smoke!’ said Kelcey. 

They sat down at the table and began to wreck the little 
white garden. The youth leaned back in his chair, in the 
manner of a man who is paying for things. His mother 
bended alertly forward, apparently watching each mouth- 
ful. She perched on the edge of her chair, ready to spring to 
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her feet and run to the closet or the stove for anything that 
he might need. She was as anxious as a young mother with 
a babe. In the careless and comfortable attitude of the son 
there was denoted a great deal of dignity. 

“Yeh ain’t eatin’ much t’-night, George?” 

“Well, I ain’t very hungry, t’ tell th’ truth.” 

“Don’t yeh like yer supper, dear? Yeh must eat some- 
thin’, chile. Yeh mustn’t go without.” 

“Well, I’m eatin’ somethin’, ain’t I?” 

He wandered aimlessly through the meal. She sat over be- 
hind the little blackened coffee-pot and gazed affectionately 
upon him. 

After a time she began to grow agitated. Her worn fin- 
gers were gripped. It could be seen that a great thought 
was within her. She was about to venture something. She 
had arrived at a supreme moment. “George,” she said sud- 
denly, ‘come t’ prayer-meetin’ with me t’-night.” 

The young man dropped his fork. “Say, you must be 
crazy,’ he said, in amazement. 

“Yes, dear,” she continued, rapidly, in a small pleading 
voice, “I’d like t’ have yeh go with me oncet in a while. 
Yeh never go with me any more, dear, an’ I’d like t’ have 
yeh go. Yeh ain’t been anywheres at all with me in th’ 
longest while.” 

“Well,” he said, “well, but what th’ blazes o 

“Ah, come on,” said the little old woman. She went to 
himand put her arms about his neck. She began tocoax him 
with caresses. 

The young man grinned. ““Thunderation!” he said, “what 
would I do at a prayer-meetin’?” 
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The mother considered him to be consenting. She did a 
little antique caper. 

“Well, yeh can come an’ take care a’ yer mother,” she 
cried gleefully. “It’s such a long walk every Thursday night 
alone, an’ don’t yeh s’pose that when I have such a big, 
fine, strappin’ boy I want ’im t’ beau me aroun’ some? Ah, 
I knew ye’d come!” 

He smiled for a moment, indulgent of her humour. But 
presently his face turned a shade of discomfort. “But,” he 
began, protesting. 

“Ah, come on!” she continually repeated. 

He began to be vexed. He frowned into the air. A vision 
came to him of dreary blackness arranged in solemn rows. 
A mere dream of it was depressing. 

“But ” he said again. He was obliged to make great 
search for an argument. Finally he concluded: “But what 
th’ blazes would I do at prayer-meetin’?” 

In his ears was the sound of a hymn, made by people who 
tilted their heads at a prescribed angle of devotion. It would 
be too apparent that they were all better than he. When he 
entered they would turn their heads and regard him with 
suspicion. This would be an enormous aggravation, since 
he was certain that he was as good as they. 

“Well, now, y’ see,” he said, quite gently, “I don’t wanta 
go, an’ it wouldn’t do me no good t’ go if I didn’t wanta 
go. 

His mother’s face swiftly changed. She breathed a huge 
sigh, the counterpart of ones he had heard upon like occa- 
sions. She put a tiny black bonnet on her head, and wrapped 
her figure in an old shawl. She cast a martyr-like glance 
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upon her son and went mournfully away. She resembled a 
limited funeral procession. 

The young man writhed under it to an extent. He kicked 
moodily at a table-leg. When the sound of her footfalls died 
away he felt distinctly relieved. 


IV 


THAT NIGHT, when Kelcey arrived at the little smiling sa- 
loon, he found his friend Jones standing before the bar 
engaged in a violent argument with a stout man. 

“Oh, well,” this latter person was saying, “you can make 
a lot of noise, Charley, for a man that never says anything 
—let’s have a drink!” 

Jones was waving his arms and delivering splintering 
blows upon some distant theories. The stout man chuckled 
fatly and winked at the bartender. 

The orator ceased for a moment to say, “Gimme little 
whisky, John.” At the same time he perceived young Kelcey. 
He sprang forward with a welcoming cry. “Hello, ol’ man! 
didn’t much think ye’d come.” He led him tothe stout man. 

“Mr. Bleecker—my friend Mr. Kelcey!” 

“How d’ yeh do?” 

“Mr. Kelcey, I’m happy to meet you, sir; have a drink.” 

They drew up in line and waited. The busy hands of the 
bartender made glasses clink. Mr. Bleecker, in a very polite 
way, broke the waiting silence. 

“Never been here before, I believe, have you, Mr. Kelcey?” 

The young man felt around for a high-bred reply. “Er— 
no—lI’ve never had that—er—pleasure,” he said. 
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After a time the strained and wary courtesy of their man- 
ners wore away. It became evident to Bleecker that his im- 
portance slightly dazzled the young man. He grew warmer. 
Obviously, the youth was one whose powers of perception 
were developed. Directly, then, he launched forth into a 
tale of bygone days, when the world was better: He had 
known all thegreat men of that age. He reproduced his con- 
versations with them. There were traces of pride and of 
mournfulness in his voice. He rejoiced at the glory of the 
world of dead spirits. He grieved at the youth and flippancy 
of the present one. He lived with his head in the clouds of 
the past, and he seemed obliged to talk of what he saw there. 

Jones nudged Kelcey ecstatically in the ribs. “You’ve got 
th’ ol’ man started in great shape,” he whispered. 

Kelcey was proud that the prominent character of the 
place talked at him, glancing into his eyes for appreciation 
of fine points. 

Presently they left the bar and, going into a little rear 
room, took seats about a table. A gas-jet with a coloured 
globe shed a crimson radiance. The polished wood of walls 
and furniture gleamed with faint rose-coloured reflections. 
Upon the floor sawdust was thickly sprinkled. 

Two other men presently came. By the time Bleecker 
had told three tales of the grand past, Kelcey was slightly 
acquainted with everybody. 

He admired Bleecker immensely. Hedevelopedabrotherly 
feeling for the others, who were all gentle-spoken. He be- 
gan to feel that he was passing the happiest evening of his 
life. His companions were so jovial and good-natured; and 
everything they did was marked by such courtesy. 
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For a time the two men who had come in late did not pre- 
sume to address him directly. They would say: “Jones, won’t 
your friend have so and so, orsoand so?” And Bleecker would 
begin his orations: “Now, Mr. Kelcey, don’t you think 

Presently he began to believe that he was a most remark- 
ably fine fellow, who had at last found his place in a crowd 
of most remarkably fine fellows. 

Jones occasionally breathed comments into his ear. 

“T tell yeh, Bleecker’s an ol’-timer. He was a husky guy 
in his day, yeh can bet. He was one a’ th’ best-known men 
in N’ York oncet. Yeh ought to hear him tell about 

Kelcey listened intently. He was profoundly interested 
in these intimate tales of men who had gleamed in the rays 
of old suns. 

“That O’Connor’s a damn fine fellah,” interjected Jones 
once, referring to one of the others. ““He’s one a’ th’ best 
fellahs I ever knowed. He’s always on th’ dead level. An’ 
he’s always jest th’ sameas yeh see him now— good-natured 
an’ grinnin’.” 

Kelcey nodded. He could well believe it. 

When he offered to buy drinks there came a loud Jolley 
of protests. ““No, no, Mr. Kelcey,” cried Bleecker, “‘no, no. 
To-night you are our guest. Some other time——” 

“Here,” said O’Connor, “it’s my turn now.” 

He called and pounded for the bartender. He then sat 
' with a coin in his hand warily eyeing the others. He was 
ready to frustrate them if they offered to pay. 

After a time Jones began to develop qualities of great elo- 
quence and wit. His companions laughed. “It’s the whisky 
talking now,” said Bleecker. 
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He grew earnest and impassioned. He delivered speeches 
on various subjects. His lectures were to him very impos- 
ing. The force of his words thrilled him. Sometimes he was 
overcome. ; 

The others agreed with him in all things. Bleecker grew 
almost tender, and considerately placed words hereand there 
for his use. As Jones became fiercely energetic the others 
became more docile in agreeing. They soothed him with 
friendly interjections. 

His mode changed directly. He began to sing popular airs 
with enthusiasm. He congratulated his companions upon 
being in his society. They were excited by his frenzy. They 
began to fraternize in jovial fashion. It was understood that 
they were true and tender spirits. They had come away 
from a grinding world filled with men who were harsh. 

When one of them chose to divulge some place where the 
world had pierced him, there was a chorus of violent sym- 
pathy. They rejoiced at their temporary isolation and 
safety. 

Once a man, completely drunk, stumbled along the floor 
of the saloon. He opened the door of the little room and 
made a show of entering. The men sprang instantly to their 
feet. They were ready to throttle any invader of their island, 
They elbowed each other in rivalry as to who should take 
upon himself the brunt of an encounter. 

“Oh!” said the drunken individual, swaying on his legs 
and blinking at the party, ‘“‘oh! thish private room?” 

“That’s what it is, Willie,” said Jones. ‘An’ you git outa 
here, er we'll throw yeh out.” 

“That’s what we will,” said the others. 
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“Oh,” said the drunken man. He blinked at them ag- 
grievedly for an instant and then went away. 

They sat down again. Kelcey felt, ina way, that he would 
have liked to display his fidelity to the others by whipping 
the intruder. 

The bartender came often. “Gee, you fellahs er tanks,” 
he said, in a jocular manner, as he gathered empty glasses 
and polished the table with his little towel. 

Through the exertions of Jones the little room began to 
grow clamorous. The tobacco smoke eddied about the forms 
of the men in ropes and wreaths. Near the ceiling there was 
a thick grey cloud. 

Each man explained, in his way, that he was totally out 
of place in the before-mentioned world. They were pos- 
sessed of various virtues which were unappreciated by those 
with whom they were commonly obliged to mingle; they 
were fitted for a tree-shaded land where everything was 
peace. Now that five of them had congregated it gave them 
happiness to speak their inmost thoughts without fear of 
being misunderstood. 

As he drank more beer Kelcey felt his breast expand with 
manly feeling. He knew that he was capable of sublime 
things. He wished that some day one of his present com- 
panions would come to him for relief. His mind pictured a 
little scene: In it he was magnificent in his friendship. 

He looked upon the beaming faces and knew that if at 
that instant there should come a time for a great sacrifice 
he would blissfully make it. He would pass tranquilly into 
the unknown, or into bankruptcy, amid the ejaculations of 
his companions upon his many virtues. 
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They had no bickerings during the evening. If one chose to 
momentarily assert himself, the others instantly submitted. 

They exchanged compliments. Once old Bleecker stared 
at Jones for a few moments. Suddenly he broke out: “Jones, 
you’re one of the finest fellows I ever knew!” A flush of 
pleasure went over the other’s face, and then he made a 
modest gesture, the protest of a humble man. “Don’t flim- 
flam me, ol’ boy,” he said, with earnestness. But Bleecker 
roared that he was serious about it. The two men arose and 
shook hands emotionally. Jones bunted against the table 
and knocked off a glass. 

Afterwardageneralhand-shaking wasinaugurated. Broth- 
erly sentiments flew about the room. There was an uproar 
of fraternal feeling. 

Jones began to sing. He beat time with precision and dig- 
nity. He gazed into the eyes of his companions, trying to call 
music from their souls. O’Connor joined in heartily, but with 
another tune.Offin a corner old Bleecker was making a speech. 

The bartender came to the door. “Gee, you fellahs er mak- 
ing a row. It’s time fer me t’ shut up th’ front th’ place, 
an’ you mugs better sit on yerselves. It’s one o’clock.” 

They began to argue with him. Kelcey, however, sprang to 
his feet.“‘Oneo’clock,” hesaid.“Holy smoke, I mus’ be flyin’!”’ 

There came protesting howls from Jones. Bleecker ceased 
his oration. ““My dear boy ” he began. Kelcey searched 
for his hat. “I’ve gotta go t’ work at seven,” he said. 

The others watched him with discomfort in their eyes. 
“Well,” said O’Connor, “if one goes we might as well all 
go.” They sadly took their hats and filed out. 

The cold air of the street filled Kelcey with vague sur- 
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prise. It made his head feel hot. As for his legs, they were 
like willow-twigs. 

A few yellow lights blinked. In front of an all-night restau- 
rant a huge red electric lamp hung and sputtered. Horse-car 
bells jingled far down the street. Overhead a train thun- 
dered on the elevated road. 

On the sidewalk the men took fervid leave. They clutched 
hands with extraordinary force and proclaimed, for the last 
time, ardent and admiring friendships. 

When he arrived at his home Kelcey proceeded with cau- 
tion. His mother had left a light burning low. He stumbled 
once in his voyage across the floor. As he paused to listen 
he heard the sound of little snores coming from her room. 

He lay awake for a few moments and thought of the 
evening. He had a pleasurable consciousness that he had 
made a good impression upon those fine fellows. He felt 
that he had spent the most delightful evening of his life. 


Vv 


KeELceEy was cross in the morning. His mother had been 
obliged to shake him a great deal, and it had seemed to him 
a most unjust thing. Also, when he, blinking his eyes, had 
entered the kitchen, she had said: “Yeh left th’ lamp burn- 
in’ all night last night, George. How many times must I tell 
yeh never t’ leave th’ lamp burnin’?”’ 

He ate the greater part of his breakfast in silence, mood- 
ily stirring his coffee and glaring at a remote corner of the 
room with eyes that felt as if they had been baked. When 
he moved his eyelids there was a sensation that they were 
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cracking. In his mouth there was a singular taste. It seemed 
to him that he had been sucking the end of a wooden spoon. 
Moreover, his temper was rampant whe him. It sought 
something to devour. 

Finally he said savagely: “Damn these se hours!” 

His mother jumped as if he had flung a missile at her. 
“Why, George ” she began. 

Kelcey broke in again. “Oh, I know all that—but this get- 
tin’ up in th’ mornin’ so early makes me sick. Jest when a 
man is gettin’ his mornin’ nap he’s gotta get up. I ee 

“George, dear,” said his mother, “yeh know how I hate 
yeh t’ swear, dear. Now, please don’t.” She looked beseech- 
ingly at him. 

He made a swift gesture. “Well, I ain’t swearin’, am I?” 
he demanded. “I was on’y sayin’ that this gettin’-up busi- 
ness gives me a pain, wasn’t |?” 

“Well, yeh know how swearin’ hurts me,” protested the 
little old woman. She seemed about to sob. She gazed off 
retrospectively. She apparently was recalling persons who 
had never been profane. 

“T don’t see where yeh ever caught this way a’ swearin’ 
out at everything,” she continued presently. “Fred, ner 
John, ner Willie never swore a bit. Ner Tom neither, except 
when he was real mad.” 

The son made another gesture. It was directed into the air, 
asifhesaw therea phantom injustice. “Oh, goodthunder,” he 
said, with an accent of despair. Thereupon, he relapsed into 
a mood of silence. He sombrely regarded his plate. 

This demeanour speedily reduced his mother to meek- 
ness. When she spoke again it was in a conciliatory voice. 
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“George, dear, won’t yeh bring some sugar home t’-night?” 
It could be seen that she was asking for a crown of gold. 

Kelcey aroused from his semi-slumber. “Yes, if I kin re- 
member it,” he said. 

The little old woman arose to stow her son’s lunch into 
the pail. When he had finished his breakfast he stalked for 
a time about the room in a dignified way. He put on his 
coat and hat and, taking his lunch-pail, went to the door. 
There he halted and, without turning his head, stiffly said: 
“Well, good-bye.” 

The little old woman saw that she had offended her son. 
She did not seek an explanation. She was accustomed to 
these phenomena. She made haste to surrender. 

“Ain’t yeh goin’ t’ kiss me good-bye?” she asked in a 
little woeful voice. 

The youth made a pretence of going on, deaf-heartedly. 
He wore the dignity of an injured monarch. 

Then the little old woman called again in forsaken accents: 
“George—George—ain’t yeh goin’ t’ kiss me good-bye?” 
When he moved he found that she was hanging to his coat- 
tails. 

He turned eventually with a murmur of a sort of tender- 
ness. “Why, a’ course I am,” he said. He kissed her. Withal 
there was an undertone of superiority in his voice, as if he 
were granting an astonishing suit. She looked at him with 
reproach and gratitude and affection. 

She stood at the head of the stairs and watched his hand 
sliding along the rail as he went down. Occasionally she 
could see his arm and part of his shoulder. When he reached 
the first floor she called to him: ‘““Good-bye!” 
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The little old woman went back to her work in the kitchen 
with a frown of perplexity upon her brow. “I wonder what 
was th’ matter with George this mornin’,” she mused. “He 
didn’t seem a bit like himself!” 

As she trudged to and fro at her labour ie began to spec- 
ulate. She was much worried. She surmised in a vague way 
that he was a sufferer from a great internal disease. It was 
something, no doubt, that devoured the kidneys or quietly 
fed upon the lungs. Later, she imagined a woman, wicked 
and fair, who had fascinated him and was turning his life 
into a bitter thing. Her mind created many wondrous in- 
fluences that were swooping like green dragons at him. They 
were changing him to a morose man who suffered silently. 
She longed to discover them, that she might go bravely to 
the rescue of her heroic son. She knew that he, generous in 
his pain, would keep it from her. She racked her mind for 
knowledge. 

However, when hecame home at night he was extraordi- 
narily blithe. He seemed to be a lad of ten. He capered all 
about the room. When she was bringing the coffee-pot from 
the stove to the table he madeshow of waltzing with her,so 
that shespilled someofthecoffee.Shewasobliged toscoldhim. 

_ All through the meal he made jokes. She occasionally was 
compelled to laugh, despite the fact that she believed that 
she should not laugh at her own son’s jokes. She uttered re- 
proofs at times, but he did not regard them. 

“Golly,” he said once, “T feel fine as silk. [didn’t think I’d 
get over feelin’ bad so quick. It” He stopped abruptly. 

During the evening he sat content. He smoked his pipe 
and read from an evening paper. She bustled about at her 
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work. She seemed utterly happy with him there, lazily puf- 
fing out little clouds of smoke and giving frequent brilliant 
dissertations upon the news of the day. It seemed to her that 
she must be a model mother to have such a son, one who 
came home to her at night and sat contented, in a languor 
of the muscles after a good day’s toil. She pondered upon 
the science of her management. 

The week thereafter, too, she was joyous, for he stayed 
at home each night of it,and was sunny-tempered. She be- 
came convinced that she was a perfect mother, rearing a per- 
fect son. There came often a love-light into her eyes. The 
wrinkled, yellow face frequently warmed into a smile of the 
kind that a maiden bestows upon him who to her is first and 


perhaps last. 


VI 


THE LITTLE OLD woMAN habitually discouraged all outbursts 
of youthful vanity on the part of her son. She feared that he 
would get to think too much of himself, and she knew that 
nothing could do more harm. Great self-esteem was always 
passive, she thought, and if he grew to regard his qualities 
of mind as forming a dazzling constellation, he would tran- 
quilly sit still and not do those wonders she expected of him. 
So she was constantly on the alert to suppress even a shad- 
ow of such‘a thing. As for him, he ruminated with the sav- 
age, vengeful bitterness of a young man, and decided that 
she did not comprehend him. 

But despite her precautions he often saw that she believed 
him to be the most marvellous young man on the earth. He 
had only to look at those two eyes that became lighted with 
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a glow from her heart whenever he did some excessively bril- 
liant thing. On these occasions he could see her glance tri- 
umphantlyataneighbour,or whoeverhappenedtobepresent. 
He grew to plan for these glances. And then he took a vast 
satisfaction in detecting and appropriating them. 

Nevertheless, he could not understand why, directly after 
a scene of this kind, his mother was liable to call to him to 
hang his coat on the hook under the mantel, her voice in a 
key of despair, as if he were negligent and stupid in what 
was, after all, the only important thing in life. 

“If yeh’ll only get in the habit of doin’ it, it'll be jest as 
easy as throwin’ it down anywheres,” she would say to him. 
“When ye pitch it down anywheres, somebody’s got t’ pick 
it up, an’ that’ll most likely be your poor ol’ mother. Yeh 
can hang it up yerself, if yeh’ll on’y think.” This was in- 
tolerable. He usually went then and hurled his coat savagely 
at the hook. The correctness of her position was maddening. 

It seemed to him that any one who had a son of his glow- 
ing attributes should overlook the fact that he seldom hung 
up his coat. It was impossible to explain this situation to 
his mother. She was unutterably narrow. He grew sullen. 

There came a time, too, when, even in all his mother’s tre- 
mendous admiration for him, he did not entirely agree with 
her. He was delighted that she liked his great wit. He spurred 
himself to new and flashing effort because of this apprecia- 
tion. But for the greater part he could see that his mother 
took pride in him in quite a different way from that in which 
he took pride in himself. She rejoiced at qualities in him 
that indicated that he was going to become a white and 
looming king among men. From these she made pictures in 
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which he appeared as a benign personage, blessed by the 
filled hands of the poor, one whose brain could hold massive 
thoughts and awe certain men about whom she had read. 
She was féted as the mother of this enormous man. These 
dreams were her solace. She spoke of them to no one, be- 
cause she knew that, worded, they would be ridiculous. But 
she dwelt with them, and they shed a radiance of gold upon 
her long days, her sorry labour. Upon the dead altars of her 
life she had builded the little fires of hope for another. 

He had a complete sympathy for as much as he under- 
stood of these thoughts of his mother. They were so wise 
that he admired her foresight. As for himself, however, most 
of his dreams were of a nearer time. He had many of the dis- 
tant future when he would be a man with a cloak of coldness 
concealing his gentleness and his faults, of whom the men, 
and more particularly the women, would think with rever- 
ence. He agreed with his mother that at that time he would go 
through what were obstacles to other men like a flung stone. 
And then he would have power, and he would enjoy having 
his bounty and his wrath alike fall swiftly upon those below. 
They would be awed. And above all he would mystify them. 

But then his nearer dreams were a multitude. He had be- 
gun to look at the great world revolving near to his nose. 
He had a vast curiosity concerning this city in whose com- 
plexities he was buried. It was an impenetrable mystery, 
this city. It was a blend of many enticing colours. He longed 
to comprehend it completely, that he might walk under- 
standingly in its greatest marvels, its mightiest march of 
life, sin. He dreamed of a comprehension whose pay was the 
admirable attitude of a man of knowledge. He remembered 
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Jones. He could not but admire a man who knew so many 
bartenders. 
vil 

AN INDEFINITE WOMAN was in all of Kelcey’s dreams. As a 
matter of fact it was not he whom he pictured as wedding 
her. It was a vision of himself greater, finer, more terrible. 
It was himself as he expected to be. In scenes which he took 
mainlyfrom pictures, thisvisionconductedacourtship, strut- 
ting, posing, and lying through a drama which was magnif- 
icent from glow of purple. In it he was icy, self-possessed; 
but she, the dream-girl, was consumed by wild, torrentiai 
passion. He went to the length of having her display it be- 
fore the people. He saw them wonder at his tranquillity. It 
amazed them infinitely to see him remain cold before the 
glory of this peerless woman’s love. She was to him as be- 
seeching for affection as a pet animal, but still he controlled 
appearances, and none knew of his deep abiding love. Some 
day, at the critical romantic time, he was going to divulge 
it. In these long dreams there were accessories of castle-like 
houses, wide lands, servants, horses, clothes. 

They began somewhere in his childhood. When he ceased 
to see himself as a stern general pointing a sword at the nerv- 
ous and abashed horizon, he became this sublime king of a 
vague woman’s heart. Later, when he had read some books, 
it all achieved clearer expression. He was told in them that 
there was a goddess in the world whose business it was to 
wait until he should exchange a glance with her. It became 
a creed, subtly powerful. It saved discomfort for him and for 
several women who flitted by him. Heused herasastandard. 
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Often he saw the pathos of her long wait, but his faith 
did not falter. The world was obliged to turn gold in time. 
His life was to be fine and heroic, else he would not have 
been born. He believed that the commonplace lot was the 
sentence, the doom, of certain people who did not know how 
to feel. His blood was a tender current of life. He thought 
that the usual should fall to others whose nerves were of 
lead. Occasionally he wondered how fate was going to be- 
gin making an enormous figure of him; but he had no doubt 
of the result. A chariot of pink clouds was coming for him. 
His faith was his reason for existence. Meanwhile he could 
dream of the indefinite woman and the fragrance of roses 
that came from her hair. 

One day he met Maggie Johnson on the stairs. She had a 
pail of beer in one hand and a brown-paper parcel under her 
arm. She glanced at him. He discovered that it would wither 
his heart to see another man signally successful in the smiles 
of her. And the glance that she gave him was so indifferent 
and so unresponsive to the sudden vivid admiration in his 
own eyes that he immediately concluded that she was mag- 
nificent in two ways. 

As she came to the landing, the light from a window passed 
in a silver gleam over the girlish roundness of her cheek. It 
was a thing that he remembered. 

He was silent for the most part at supper that night. He 
was particularly unkind when he did speak. His mother, ob- 
serving him apprehensively, tried in vain to picture the new 
terrible catastrophe. She eventually concluded that he did 
not like the beef-stew. She put more salt in it. 

He saw Maggie quite frequently after the meeting upon 
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the stairs. He reconstructed his dreams and placed her in 
the full glory of that sun. The dream-woman, the goddess, 
pitched from her pedestal, lay prostrate, unheeded, save 
when he brought her forth to call her insipid and childish in 
the presence of his new religion. 

He was relatively happy sometimes when Maggie’smother 
would get drunk and make terrific uproars. He used then to 
sit in the dark and make scenes in which he rescued the girl 
from her hideous environment. 

He laid clever plans by which he encountered her in the 
halls, at the door, on the street. When he succeeded in meet- 
ing her he was always overcome by the thought that the 
whole thing was obvious to her. He could feel the shame of 
it burn his face and neck. To prove to her that she was mis- 
taken he would turn away his head or regard her with a 
granite stare. 

After a time he became impatient of the distance between 
them. He saw looming princes who would aim to seize her. 
Hours of his leisure and certain hours of his labour he spent 
in contriving. The shade of this girl was with him contin- 
ually. With her he builded his grand dramas so that he trod 
in clouds, the matters of his daily life obscured and softened 
by a mist. 

He saw that he need only break down the slight conven- 
tional barriers and she would soon discover his noble char- 
acter. Sometimes he could see it all in his mind. It was very 
skilful. But then his courage flew away at the supreme mo- 
ment. Perhaps the whole affair was humorous to her. Perhaps 
she was watching his mental contortions. She might laugh. 
He felt that he would then die or kill her. He could not ap- 
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proach the dread moment. He sank often from the thresh- 
old of knowledge. Directly after these occasions, it was his 
habit to avoid her to prove that she was a cipher to him. 

Hereflected that if he could only geta chance to rescue her 
from something, the whole tragedy would speedily unwind. 

He met a young man in the halls one evening who said to 
him: “Say, me frien’, where d’ d’ Johnson birds live in heh? 
I can’t fin’ me feet in dis bloomin’ joint. I been battin’ round 
heh fer a half-hour.” 

“Two flights up,” said Kelcey stonily. He had felt a sud- 
den quiver of his heart. The grandeur of the clothes, the fine 
worldly air, the experience, the self-reliance, the courage that 
shone in the countenance of this other young man made 
him suddenly sink to the depths of woe. He stood listening 
in the hall, flushing and ashamed of it, until he heard them 
coming downstairs together. He slunk away then. It would 
have been a horror to him if she had discovered him there. 
She might have felt sorry for him. 

They were going out to a show, perhaps. That pig of the 
world in his embroidered cloak was going to dazzle her with 
splendour. He mused upon how unrighteous it was for other 
men to dazzle women with splendour. 

As he appreciated his handicap he swore with savage, 
vengeful bitterness. In his home his mother raised her voice 
in a high key of monotonous irritability. “Hang up yer coat, 
can’t yeh, George?” she cried at him. “I can’t go round after 
yeh all th’ time. It’s jest as easy t’ hang it up as it ist’ throw 
it down that way. Don’t yeh ever git tired a’ hearing me 
yell at yeh?” 

“Yes,” he exploded. In this word he put a profundity of 
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sudden anger. He turned toward his mother a face red, 
seamed, hard with hate and rage. They stared a moment in 
silence. Then she turned and staggered toward her room. 
Her hip struck violently against the corner of the table dur- 
ing this blind passage. A moment later the door closed. 

Kelcey sank down inachair with hislegs thrust out straight 
and his hands deep in his trousers pockets. His chin was for- 
ward upon his breast, and his eyes stared before him. There 
swept over him all the self-pity that comes when the soul is 
turned back from a road. 


VIII 


Durine the next few days Kelcey suffered from his first 
gloomy conviction that the earth was not grateful to him 
for his presence upon it. When sharp words were said to 
him, he interpreted them with what seemed to be a lately 
acquired insight. He could now perceive that the universe 
hated him. He sank to the most sublime depths of despair. 

One evening of this period he met Jones. The latter rushed 
upon him with enthusiasm. “Why, yer jest th’ man I wanted 
t’ see! I was comin’ round t’ your place t’-night. Lucky I 
met yeh! Ol’ Bleecker’s goin’ t’ give a blow-out t’-morrah 
night. Anything yeh want t’ drink! All th’ boys’ll be there, 
an’ everything. He tol’ me expressly that he wanted yeh t’ 
be there. Great time! Great! Can yeh come?” 

Kelcey grasped the other’s hand with fervour. He felt now 
that there was some solacing friendship in space. “You bet 
I will, ol’ man,” he said huskily. “I'd like nothin’ better in 
th’ world!” 

As he walked home he thought that he was a very grim 
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figure. He was about to taste the delicious revenge of a par- 
tial self-destruction. The universe would regret its position 
when it saw him drunk. 

He was a little late in getting to Bleecker’s lodging. He 
was delayed while his mother read aloud a letter from an 
old uncle, who wrote in one place: “God bless the boy! Bring 
him up to be the man his father was.”’ Bleecker lived in an 
old three-storeyed houseonasidestreet.A Jewish tailor lived 
and worked in the front parlour, and old Bleecker lived in 
the back parlour. A German, whose family took care of the 
house, occupied the basement. Another German, with a wife 
and eight children, rented the dining-room. The two upper 
floors were inhabited by tailors, dressmakers, a pedlar, and 
mysterious people who were seldom seen. The door of the 
little hall bedroom, at the foot of the second flight, was al- 
ways open, and in there could be seen two bended men who 
worked at mending opera-glasses. The German woman in 
the dining-room was not friends with the little dressmaker 
in the rear room of the third floor, and frequently they yelled 
the vilest names up and down between the balusters. Each 
part of the woodwork was scratched and rubbed by the con- 
tact of innumerable persons. In one wall there was a long 
slit with chipped edges, celebrating the time when a man 
had thrown a hatchet at his wife. In the lower hall there 
was an eternal woman, with a rag and a pail of suds, who 
knelt over the worn oil-cloth. Old Bleecker felt that he had 
quite respectable and high-class apartments. He was glad 
to invite his friends. 

Bleecker met Kelcey in the hall. He wore a collar that 
was cleaner and higher than his usual one. It changed his 
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appearance greatly. He was now formidably aristocratic. 
“How are yeh, ol’ man?” he shouted. He grasped Kelcey’s 
arm and, babbling jovially, conducted him down the hall 
and into the ex-parlour. 

A group of standing men made vast reece in the yel- 
low glare of the lamp. They turned their heads as the two 
entered. “Why, hello, Kelcey, ol’ man,” Jones exclaimed, 
coming rapidly forward. “Good fer you! Glad yeh come! 
Yeh know O’Connor, a’ course! An’ Schmidt! an’ Woods! 
Then there’s Zeusentell! Mr. Zeusentell—my friend Mr. 
Kelcey! Shake hands—both good fellows, damn-it-all! Then 
here is—oh, gentlemen, my friend Mr. Kelcey! A good fel- 
low, he is, too. I’ve known ’im since I was a kid. Come, have 
a drink!’ Everybody was excessively amiable. Kelcey felt 
that he had social standing. The strangers were cautious 
and respectful. 

“By all means,” said old Bleecker. “Mr. Kelcey, have a 
drink! An’ by th’ way, gentlemen, while we’re about it, let’s 
all have a drink!” There was much laughter. Bleecker was so 
droll at times. 

With mild and polite gesturing they marched up to the 
table. There were upon it a keg of beer,a long row of whisky- 
bottles, a little heap of corncob pipes, some bags of tobacco, 
a box of cigars, and a mighty collection of glasses, cups, and 
mugs. Old Bleecker had arranged them so deftly that they 
resembled a primitive bar. There was considerable scuffing 
for possession of the cracked cups. Jones politely but vehe- 
mently insisted upon drinking from the worst of the assort- 
ment. He was quietly opposed by others. Everybody showed 
that they were awed by Bleecker’s lavish hospitality. Their 
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demeanours expressed their admiration at the cost of this 
entertainment. 

Kelcey took his second mug of beer away toa corner and 
sat down with it. He wished to socially reconnoitre. Over in 
a corner a man was telling a story in which at intervals he 
grunted like a pig. A half-dozen men were listening. Two or 
three others sat alone in isolated places. They looked ex- 
pectantly bright, ready to burst out cordially if any one 
should address them. The row of bottles made quaint shad- 
ows upon the table, and upon a side-wall the keg of beer 
created a portentous black figure that reared toward the 
ceiling, hovering over the room and its inmates with spectral 
stature. Tobacco smoke lay in lazy cloud-banks overhead. 

Jones and O’Connor stayed near the table, occasionally 
being affable in all directions. Kelcey saw old Bleecker go 
to them and heard him whisper: “Come, we must git th’ 
thing started. Git th’ thing started.” Kelcey saw that the host 
was fearing that all were not having a good time. Jones con- 
ferred with O’Connor, and then O’Connor went to the man 
named Zeusentell. O’Connor evidently proposed something. 
Zeusentell refused at once. O’Connor beseeched. Zeusentell 
remained implacable. At last O’Connor broke off his argu- 
ment and, going to the centre of the room, held uphishand. 
“Gentlemen,” he shouted loudly, “we will now have a reci- 
tation by Mr. Zeusentell, entitled ‘Patrick Clancy’s Pig’!”’ 
He thenglanced triumphantly at Zeusentell and said: “Come 
on!” Zeusentell had been twisting and making pantomimic 
appeals. Hesaid,inareproachful whisper :“Yousonofagun.” 

The men turned their heads to glance at Zeusentell for a 
moment, and then burst into a sustained clamour. “Hurray! 
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Let ’er go! Come—give it t’ us! Spring it! Spring it! Let it 
come!’’ As Zeusentell made no advances, they appealed per- 
sonally. ““Come, ol’ man, let ’er go! Whatter yeh ’fraid of? 
Let ’er go! Go ahn! Hurry up!” 

Zeusentell was protesting with almost ee modesty. 
O’Connor took him by the lapel and tried to drag him; but 
he leaned back, pulling at his coat and shaking his bean 
“No, no, I don’t know it, I tell yeh! I can’t! I don’t know 
it! I tell yeh I don’t know it! I’ve forgotten it, I tell yeh! 
No—no—no—no. Ah, say, look-a-here, le’ go me, can’t yeh? 
What’s th’ matter with yeh? I tell yeh I don’t know it!” 
The men applauded violently. O’Connor did not relent. A 
little battle was waged until all of a sudden Zeusentell was 
seen to grow wondrously solemn. A hush fell upon the men. 
He was about to begin. He paused in the middle of the floor 
and nervously adjusted his collar and cravat. The audience 
became grave. “Patrick Clancy’s Pig,’”’announced Zeusen- 
tell in a shrill, dry, unnatural tone. And then he began in 
rapid sing-song: 

“Patrick Clancy had a pig 
Th’ pride uv all th’ nation, 


The half uv him was half as big 
As half uv all creation i 





When he concluded the others looked at each other to 
convey their appreciation. They then wildly clapped their 
hands or tinkled their glasses. As Zeusentell went toward 
his seat a man leaned over and asked: “Can yeh tell me where 
I kin git that?” He had made a great success. After an enor- 
mous pressure he was induced to recite two more tales. Old 


Bleecker finally led him forward and pledged him in a large 
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drink. He declared that they were the best things he had 
ever heard. 

The efforts of Zeusentell imparted a gaiety to the com- 
pany. The men, having laughed together, were better ac- 
quainted, and there was now a universal topic. Some of the 
party, too, began to be quite drunk. 

The invaluable O’Connor brought forth a man who could 
play the mouth-organ. The latter, after wiping his instru- 
ment upon his coat-sleeve, played all the popular airs. The 
men’s heads swayed to and fro in the clouded smoke. They 
grinned and beat time with their feet. A valour, barbaric 
and wild, began to show in their poses and in their faces, 
red and glistening from perspiration. The conversation re- 
sounded in a hoarse roar. The beer would not run rapidly 
enough for Jones, so he remained behind to tilt the keg. 
This caused the black shadow on the wall to retreat and 
advance, sinking mystically to loom forward again with 
sudden menace, a huge dark figure controlled as by some 
unknown emotion. The glasses, mugs, and cups travelled 
swift and regular, catching orange reflections from the lamp- 
light. Two or three men were grown so careless that they 
were continually spilling their drinks. Old Bleecker, cack- 
ling with pleasure, seized time to glance triumphantly at 
Jones. His party was going to be a success. 


IX 


Or A suDDEN Kelcey felt the buoyant thought that he was 
having a good time. He was all at once an enthusiast, as if 
he were at a festival of a religion. He felt that there was 
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something fine and thrilling in this affair isolated from a 
stern world, from which the laughter arose like incense. He 
knew that old sentiment of brotherly regard for those about 
him. He began to converse tenderly with them. He was not 
sure of his drift of thought, but he knew that he was im- 
mensely sympathetic. He rejoiced at their faces, shining red 
and wrinkled with smiles. He was capable of heroisms. 

His pipe irritated him by going out frequently. He was 
too busy in amiable conversations to attend to it. When he 
arose to go for a match he discovered that his legs were a 
trifle uncertain under him. They bended and did not pre- 
cisely obey his intent. At the table he lit a match and then, 
in laughing at a joke made near him, forgot to apply it to 
the bow] of his pipe. He succeeded with the next match after 
annoying trouble. He swayed so that the match would ap- 
pear first on one side of the bowl and then on the other. At 
last he happily got it directly over the tobacco. He had 
burned his fingers. He inspected them, laughing vaguely. 

Jones came and slapped him on the shoulder. ‘““Well, ol’ 
man, let’s take a drink fer ol’ Handyville’s sake!” 

Kelcey was deeply affected. He looked at Jones with moist 
eyes. “I'll go yeh,” he said. With an air of profound melan- 
choly, Jones poured out some whisky. They drank reverently. 
They exchanged a glistening look of tender recollections 
and then went over to where Bleecker was telling a humor- 
ous story to a circle of giggling listeners. The old man sat 
like a fat, jolly god. “—And just at that moment th’ old 
woman put her head out of th’ window an’ said: “Mike, yez 
lazy divil, fer phwat do yez be slapin’ in me new geranium 
bid?’ An’ Mike woke up an’ said: ‘Domna washwoman thot 
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do niver wash her own bid-clues. Here do I be slapin’ in 
nothin’ but dhirt an’ wades.’”’ The men slapped their knees, 
roaring loudly. They begged him to tell another. A clamour 
of comment arose concerning the anecdote, so that when 
old Bleecker began a fresh one nobody was heeding. 

It occurred to Jones to sing. Suddenly he burst forth with 
a ballad that had a rippling waltz movement, and, seizing 
Kelcey, made a furious attempt to dance. They sprawled 
over a pair of outstretched legs and pitched headlong. Kel- 
cey fell with a yellow crash. Blinding lights flashed before 
his vision. But he arose immediately, laughing. He did not 
feel at all hurt. The pain in his head was rather pleasant. 

Old Bleecker, O’Connor, and Jones, who now limped and 
drew breath through his teeth, were about to lead him with 
much care and tenderness to the table for another drink, 
but he laughingly pushed them away and went unassisted. 
Bleecker told him: “Great Gawd, your head struck hard 
enough t’ break a trunk.” 

He laughed again, and with a show of steadiness and cour- 
age he poured out an extravagant portion of whisky. With 
cold muscles he put it to his lips and drank it. It chanced 
that this addition dazed him like a powerful blow. A mo- 
ment later it affected him with blinding and numbing power. 
Suddenly unbalanced, he felt the room sway. His blurred 
sightcouldonlydistinguishatumbledmassofshadow through 
which the beams from the light ran like swords of flame. The 
sound of the many voices was to him like the roar of a dis- 
tant river. Still, he felt that if he could only annul the force 
of these million winding fingers that gripped his senses, he 
was capable of most brilliant and entertaining things. 
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He was at first of the conviction that his feelings were 
only temporary. He waited for them to pass away, but the 
mental and physical pause only caused a new reeling and 
swinging of the room. Chasms with inclined approaches were 
before him; peaks leaned toward him. And withal he was 
blind and numb with surprise. He understood vaguely in 
his stupefaction that it would disgrace him to fall down 
a chasm. 

At last he perceived a shadow, a form, which he knew to 
be Jones. The adorable Jones, the supremely wise Jones, 
was walking in this strange land without fear or care, erect 
and tranquil. Kelcey murmured in admiration and affection, 
and fell toward his friend. Jones’s voice sounded as from 
the shores of the unknown. “‘Come, come, ol’ man, this will 
never do. Braceup.” It appeared after all that Jones was not 
wholly wise. “Oh, ?’m—all ri’, Jones! I’mallri’!I wan’ shing 
song! Tha’ ’s all! I wan’ shing song!’ 

Jones was stupid. “Come, now, sit down an’ shut up.” 

It made Kelcey burn with fury. ‘Jones, le’ me alone, I 
tell yeh! Le’ me alone! I wan’ shing song er te’ story!G’l’m’n, 
I lovsh girl live down myshtreet. Thash reason ’m drunk— 
tis! She . 

Jones seized him and dragged him toward a chair. He 
heard him laugh. He could not endure these insults from 
his friend. He felt a blazing desire to strangle his compan- 
ion. He threw out his hand violently, but Jones grappled 
him close and he was no more than a dried leaf. He was 
amazed to find that Jones possessed the strength of twenty 
horses. He was forced skilfully to the floor. 

As he lay he reflected in great astonishment upon Jones’s 
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muscle. It was singular that he had never before discovered 
it. The whole incident had impressed him immensely. An 
idea struck him that he might denounce Jones forit. It would 
be a sage thing. There would be a thrilling and dramatic 
moment in which he would dazzle all the others. But at this 
moment he was assailed by a mighty desire to sleep. Som- 
bre and soothing clouds of slumber were heavily upon him. 
He closed his eyes with a sigh that was yet like that of a 
babe. 

When he awoke there was still the battleful clamour of 
the revel. He half arose with a plan of participating, when 
O’Connor came and pushed him down again, throwing out 
his chin in affectionate remonstrance and saying, “Now, 
now,” as toa child. 

The change that had come over these men mystified Kel- 
cey in a great degree. He had never seen anything so vastly 
stupid as their idea of his state. He resolved to prove to 
them that they were dealing with one whose mind was very 
clear. He kicked and squirmed in O’Connor’s arms, until, 
with a final wrench, he scrambled to his feet and stood tot- 
tering in the middle of the room. He would let them see that 
he had a strangely lucid grasp of events. “G’l’m’n, I lovsh 
girl! I ain’ drunker’n yeh all are! She——”’ 

He felt them hurl him to a corner of the room and pile 
chairs and tables upon him until he was buried beneath a 
stupendous mountain. Far above, as up a mine’s shaft, there 
were voices, lights, and vague figures. He was not hurt phys- 
ically, but his feelings were unutterably injured. He, the 
brilliant, the good, the sympathetic, had been thrust fiend- 
ishly from the party. They had had the comprehension of red 
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lobsters. It wasanunspeakable barbarism. Tears welled pite- 
ously from his eyes. Heplanned long diabolical explanations! 


x 


At First the grey lights of dawn came timidly into the room, 
remaining near the windows, afraid to approach certain sin- 
ister corners. Finally, mellow streams of sunshine poured 
in, undraping the shadows to disclose the putrefaction, mak- 
ing pitiless revelation. Kelcey awoke with a groan of undi- 
rected misery. He tossed his stiffened arms about his head 
for a moment, and then, leaning heavily upon his elbow, 
stared blinking at his environment. The grim truthfulness 
of the day showed disaster and death. After the tumults of 
the previous night the interior of this room resembled a de- 
caying battle-field.The air hung heavy and stifling with the 
odours of tobacco, men’s breaths, and beer half filling for- 
gotten glasses. There was ruck of broken tumblers, pipes, 
bottles, spilled tobacco, cigar-stumps. The chairs and tables 
were pitched this way and that way, as after some terrible 
struggle. In the midst of it all lay old Bleecker, stretched 
upon a couch in deepest sleep, as abandoned in attitude, as 
motionless, as ghastly, as if it were a corpse that had been 
flung there. 

A knowledge of the thing came gradually into Kelcey’s 
eyes. He looked about him with an expression of utter woe, 
regret, and loathing. He was compelled to lie down again. 
A pain above his eyebrows was like that from an iron clamp. 

As he lay pondering, his bodily condition created for him 
a bitter philosophy, and he perceived all the futility of a 
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red existence. He saw his life problems confronting him like 
granite giants, and he was no longer erect to meet them. He 
had made a calamitous retrogression in his war. Spectres 
were to him now as large as clouds. 

Inspired by the pitiless ache in his head, he was prepared 
to reform and live a white life. His stomach informed him 
that a good man was the only being who was wise. But his 
perception of his future was hopeless. He was aghast at the 
prospect of the old routine. It was impossible. He trembled 
before its exactions. 

Turning toward the other way, he saw that the gold por- 
tals of vice no longer enticed him. He could not hear the 
strains of alluring music. The beckoning sirens of drink had 
been killed by this pain in his head. The desires of his life 
suddenly lay dead like mullein-stalks. Upon reflection, he 
saw, therefore, that he was perfectly willing to be virtuous 
if somebody would come and make it easy for him. 

When he stared over at old Bleecker, he felt a sudden 
contempt and dislike for him. He considered him to be a 
tottering old beast. It was disgusting to perceive aged men 
so weak in sin. He dreaded to see him awaken, lest he should 
be required to be somewhat civil to him. 

Kelcey wished for a drink of water. For some time he had 
dreamed of the liquid, deliciously cool. It was an abstract, 
uncontaihed thing that poured upon him and tumbled him, 
taking away his pain like a kind of surgery. He arose and 
staggered slowly toward a little sink in a corner of the room. 
He understood that any rapid movement might cause his 
head to split. 

The little sink was filled with a chaos of broken glass and 
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spilled liquids. A sight of it filled him with horror, but he 
rinsed a glass with scrupulous care and, filling it, took an 
enormous drink. The water was an intolerable disappoint- 
ment. It was insipid and weak to his scorched throat, and 
not at all cool. He put down the glass with a gesture of de- 
spair. His face became fixed in the stony and sullen expres- 
sion ofamanwhowaitsfortherecuperativepowerofmorrows. 

Old Bleecker awakened. He rolled overandgroanedloudly. 
For a while he thrashed about in a fury of displeasure at his 
bodily stiffness and pain. Kelcey watched him as he would 
have watched a death agony. “Good Gawd!’ said the old 
man, “beer an’ whisky make th’ devil of a mix! Did yeh 
see th’ fight?” 

“No,” said Kelcey stolidly. 

“Why, Zeusentell an’ O’Connor had a greatold mill. They 
were scrappin’ all over th’ place. I thought we wereall goin’ t’ 
get pulled. Thompson, that fellahover in th’ corner, though, 
hesatdownon th’ whole business. He was a dandy! He had 
t’ poke Zeusentell! He was a bird! Lord, I wish I had a Man- 
hattan!” 

Kelcey remained in bitter silence while old Bleecker 
dressed. “Come an’ get a cocktail,” said the latter briskly. 
This was part of his aristocracy. He was the only man of 
them who knew much about cocktails. He perpetually re- 
ferred to them. “It’ll brace yeh right up! Come along! Say, 
you get full too soon. You oughter wait until later, me boy! 
You’re too speedy!” Kelcey wondered vaguely where his 
companion had lost his zeal for polished sentences, his iri- 
descent mannerisms. 

“Come along,” said Bleecker. 
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Kelcey made a movement of disdain for cocktails, but he 
followed the other to the street. At the corner they sepa- 
rated. Kelcey attempted a friendly parting smile and then 
went on up the street. He had to reflect to know that he 
was erect and using his own muscles in walking. He felt like 
a man of paper, blown by the winds. Withal, the dust of the 
avenue was galling to his throat, eyes, and nostrils, and the 
roar of traffic cracked his head. He was glad, however, to be 
alone, to be rid of old Bleecker. The sight of him had been 
as the contemplation of a disease. 

His mother was not at home. In his little room he me- 
chanically undressed and bathed his head, arms, and shoul- 
ders. When he crawled between the two white sheets he felt 
a first lifting of his misery. His pillow was soothingly soft. 
There was an effect that was like the music of tender voices. 

When he awoke again his mother was bending over him 
giving vent to alternate cries of grief and joy. Her hands 
trembled so that they were useless to her. “Oh, George, 
George, where have yeh been? What has happened t’ yeh? 
Oh, George, I’ve been so worried! I didn’t sleep a wink all 
night!” 

Kelcey was instantly wide awake. With a moan of suffer- 
’ ing he turned his face to the wall before he spoke. “Never 
mind, mother, I’m all right. Don’t fret now! I was knocked 
down by’a truck last night in th’ street, an’ they took me t’ 
th’ hospital; but it’s all right now. I got out jest a little 
while ago. They told me I’d better go home an’ rest up.” 

His mother screamed in pity, horror, joy, and self-reproach 
for something unknown. She frenziedly demanded the de- 
tails. He sighed with unutterable weariness. “Oh—wait— 
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wait—wait,” he said, shutting his eyes as from the merci- 
less monotony of a pain. ““Wait—wait—please wait. I can’t 
talk now. I want t’ rest.” 

His mother condemned herself with a little cry. She ad- 
justed his pillow, her hands shaking with love and tender- 
ness. “There, there, don’t mind, dearie! But yeh can’t think 
how worried I was—an’ crazy. I was near frantic. I went 
down t’ th’ shop, an’ they said they hadn’t seen anything a’ 
yeh there. The foreman was awful good t’ me. He said he’d 
come up this atternoon t’ seeif yeh had come home yet. He 
tol’ me not t’ worry. Are yeh sure yer all right? Ain’t there 
anythin’ I kin git fer yeh? What did th’ doctor say?” 

Kelcey’s patience was worn. He gestured, and then spoke 
querulously. “Now—now—mother, it’s all right, I tell yeh! 
All I need is a little rest, an’ I’ll be as well as ever. But it 
makes it all th’ worse if yeh stand there an’ ask me ques- 
tions an’ make me think. Jest leave me alone fer a little 
while, an’ I’ll be as well as ever. Can’t yeh do that?” 

The little old woman puckered her lips funnily. “My, what 
an old bear th’ boy is!” She kissed him blithely. Presently 
she went out, upon her face a bright and glad smile that 
must have been a reminiscence of some charming girlhood. 


XI 


AT ONE TIME Kelcey had a friend who was struck in the 
head by the pole of a truck and knocked senseless. He was 
taken to the hospital, from which he emerged in the morn- 
ing an astonished man, with rather a dim recollection of the 
accident. He used to hold an old brier-wood pipe in his teeth 
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in a manner peculiar to himself, and, with a brown derby 
hat tilted back on his head, recount his strange sensations. 
Kelcey had always remembered it as a bit of curious his- 
tory. When his mother cross-examined him in regard to the 
accident, he told this story with barely a variation. Its 
truthfulness was incontestable. 

At the shop he was welcomed on the following day with 
considerable enthusiasm. The foreman had told the story, 
and there were already jokes created concerning it. Mike 
O’Donnell, whose wit was famous, had planned a humorous 
campaign, in which he made charges against Kelcey which 
were, asa matter of fact, almost the exact truth. Uponhearing 
it, Kelcey looked at him suddenly from the corners of his eyes, 
but otherwise remained imperturbable.O’Donnell eventually 
despaired. “Yez can’t goiy that kid! He takes ut all loike 
matean’dhrink.” Kelcey often told the story, his pipe heldin 
his teeth peculiarly, and his derby tilted back on his head. 

He remained at home for several evenings, content to 
read the papers and talk with his mother. She began to look 
around for the tremendous reason for it. She suspected that 
his nearness to death in the recent accident had sobered his 
senses and made him think of high things. She mused upon 
it continually. When he sat moodily pondering she watched 
him. She said to herself that she saw the light breaking in 
upon his spirit. She felt that it was a very critical period of 
his existence. She resolved to use all her power and skill to 
turn his eyes toward the lights in the sky. Accordingly, she 
addressed him one evening. “Come, go t’ prayer-meetin’ 
t’-night with me, will yeh, George?” It sounded more blunt 
than she intended. 
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He glanced at her in sudden surprise. “Huh?” 

As she repeated her request, her voice quavered. She felt 
that it was a supreme moment. “Come, go t’ prayer-meetin’ 
t’-night, won’t yeh?” 

He seemed amazed. “Oh, I don’t aca? he began. He 
was fumbling in his mind for a reason for refusing. “I don’t 
wanta go. I’m tired as the dickens!’ His obedient shoul- 
ders sank down languidly. His head mildly drooped. 

The little old woman, with a quick perception of her help- 
lessness, felt a motherly rage at her son. It was intolerable 
that she could not impart motion to him in a chosen direc- 
tion. The waves of her desires were puny against the rocks 
of his indolence. She had a great wish to beat him. “I don’t 
know what I’m ever goin’ t’ do with yeh,” she told him, in 
a choking voice. ‘“Yeh won’t do anything I ask yeh to. Yeh 
never pay th’ least bit a’ attention t’ what I say. Yeh don’t 
mind me any more than yeh would a fly. Whatever am I 
goin’ \t” do with yeh?” She faced him in a battleful way, her 
eyes blazing with a sombre light of despairing rage. 

He looked up at her ironically. “I don’t know,” he said, 
with calmness. ‘““What are yeh?” He had traced her emo- 
tions and seen her fear of his rebellion. He thrust out his 
legs in the easy scorn of a rapier-bravo. “What are yeh?” 

The little old woman began to weep. They were tears with- 
out a shame of grief. She allowed them to run unheeded 
down her cheeks. As she stared into space her son saw her 
regarding there the powers and influences that she had held 
in her younger life. She was in some way acknowledging to 
fate that she was now but withered grass, with no power but 
the power to feel the winds. He was smitten with a sudden 
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shame. Besides, in the last few days he had gained quite a 
character for amiability. He saw something grand in relent- 
ing at this point. “Well,” he said, trying to remove a sulky 
quality from his voice, “well, if yer bound t’ have me go, I 
s’pose I'll have t’ go.” 

His mother, with strange, immobile face, went to him and 
kissed him on the brow. “All right, George!” There was in 
her wet eyes an emotion which he could not fathom. 

She put on her bonnet and shawl, and they went out to- 
gether. She was unusually silent, and made him wonder why 
she did not appear gleeful at his coming. He was resentful 
because she did not display more appreciation of his sacri- 
fice. Several times he thought of halting and refusing to go 
farther, to see if that would not wring from her some ac- 
knowledgment. 

In a dark street the little chapel sat humbly between two 
towering apartment-houses. A red street-lamp stood in front. 
It threw a marvellous reflection upon the wet pavements. 
It was like the death-stain of a spirit. Farther up, the bril- 
liant lights of an avenue madea span of gold across the black 
street. A roar of wheels and a clangour of bells came from 
this point, interwoven into a sound emblematic of the life 
of the city. It seemed somehow to affront this solemn and 
austere little edifice. It suggested an approaching barbaric 
invasion. The little church, pierced, would die with a fine 
illimitable scorn for its slayers. 

When Kelcey entered with his mother he felt a sudden 
quaking. His knees shook. It was an awesome place to him. 
There was a menace in the red padded carpet and the leather 
doors, studded with little brass tacks that penetrated his 
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soul with their pitiless glances. As for his mother, she had 
acquired such a new air that he would have been afraid to 
address her. He felt completely alone and isolated at this 
formidable time. : 

There was a man in the vestibule who looked at them 
blandly. From within came the sound of singing. To Kelcey 
there was a million voices. He dreaded the terrible moment 
when the doors should swing back. He wished to recoil, but 
at that instant the bland man pushed the doors aside, and 
he followed hismother up the centre aisle of the little chapel. 
To him there was a riot of lights that made him transpar- 
ent. The multitudinous pairs of eyes that turned toward 
him were implacable in their cool valuations. 

They had just ceased singing. He whoconducted the meet- 
ing motioned that the service should wait until the new- 
comers found seats. The little old woman went slowly on 
toward the first rows. Occasionally she paused to scrutinize 
vacant places, but they did not seem to meet her require- 
ments. Kelcey was in agony. He thought the moment of 
her decision would never come. In his unspeakable haste he 
walked a little faster than his mother. Once she paused to 
glance in her calculating way at some seats, and he forged 
ahead. He halted abruptly and returned, but by that time 
she had resumed her thoughtful march up the aisle. He could 
have assassinated her. He felt that everybody must have 
seen his torture, during which his hands were to him like 
monstrous swollen hides. He was wild with a rage in which 
his lips turned slightly livid. He was capable of doing some 
furious, unholy thing. 

When the little old woman at last took a seat, her son 
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sat down beside her slowly and stiffly. He was opposing his 
strong desire to drop. 

When from the mists of his shame and humiliation the 
scene came before his vision, he was surprised to find that 
all eyes were not fastened upon his face. The leader of the 
meeting seemed to be the only one who saw him. He stared 
gravely, solemnly, regretfully. He was apale-faced butplump 
young man in a black coat that buttoned to his chin. It was 
evident to Kelcey that his mother had spoken of him to the 
young clergyman, and that the latter was now impressing 
upon him the sorrow caused by the contemplation of his 
sin. Kelcey hated the man. 

Aman seated alone over inacorner began tosing. Heclosed 
his eyes and threw back his head. Others, scattered sparsely 
throughout the innumerable light-wood chairs, joined him 
as they caught theair. Kelceyheardhismother’sfrail,squeak- 
ing soprano. The chandelier in the centre was the only one 
lighted, and far at the end of the room one could discern 
the pulpit swathed in gloom, solemn and mystic as a bier. 
It was surrounded by vague shapes of darkness on which at 
times was the glint of brass, or of glass that shone like steel, 
until one could feel there the presence of the army of the 
unknown, possessors of the great eternal truths, and silent 
listeners at this ceremony. High up, the stained-glass win- 
dows loomed in leaden array like dull-hued banners, merely 
catching occasional splashes of dark wine-colour from the 
lights. Kelcey fell to brooding concerning this indefinable 
presence which he felt in a church. 

One by one people arose and told little tales of their re- 
ligious faith. Some were tearful, and others calm, emotion- 
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less, and convincing. Kelcey listened closely for a time. These 
people filled him with a great curiosity. He was not familiar 
with their types. 

At last the young clergyman spoke at some length. Kel- 
cey was amazed, because, from the young man’s appear- 
ance, he would not have suspected him of being so glib; but 
the speech had no effect on Kelcey, excepting to prove to 
him again that he was damned. 


Xi 


KeELcEY sometimes wondered whether he liked beer. He had 
been obliged to cultivate a talent for imbibing it. He was 
born with an abhorrence which he had steadily battled until 
it had come to pass that he could drink from ten to twenty 
glasses of beer without the act of swallowing causing him to 
shiver. He understood that drink was an essential to joy, to 
the coveted position of a manof the world and of the streets. 
The saloons contained the mystery of a street for him. When 
he knew its saloons he comprehended the street. Drink and 
its surroundings were the eyes of a superb green dragon to 
him. He followed a fascinating glitter, and the glitter re- 
quired no explanation. 

Directly after old Bleecker’s party he almost reformed. 
He was tired and worn from the tumult of it, and he saw it 
as one might see a skeleton emerged from a crimson cloak. 
He wished then to turn his face away. Gradually, however, 
he recovered his mental balance. Then he admitted again 
by his point of view that the thing was not so terrible. His 
headache had caused him to exaggerate. A drunk was not 


{68 } 


eA» GEORGE’S MOTHER =: 


the blight which he had once remorsefully named it. On the 
contrary, it was a mere unpleasant incident. He resolved, 
however, to be more cautious. 

When prayer-meeting night came again his mother ap- 
proached him hopefully. She smiled like one whose request 
is already granted. ‘“‘Well, will yeh go t’ prayer-meetin’ with 
me t’-night again?” 

He turned toward her with eloquent suddenness, and then 
riveted his eyes upon a corner of the floor. “Well, I guess 
not,” he said. 

His mother tearfully tried to comprehend his state of 
mind. “What has come over yeh?” she said tremblingly. 
“Yeh never used t’ be this way, George. Yeh never used t’ 
be so cross an’ mean t? me——”’ 

“Oh, I ain’t cross an’ mean t’ yeh,” he interpolated, exas- 
perated and violent. 

“Yes, yeh are, too! I ain’t hardly had a decent word from 
yeh in ever so long. Yer as cross an’ as mean as yeh can be. 
I don’t know what t’ make of it. It can’t be’’—there came a 
look in her eyes that told that she was going to shock and 
alarm him with her heaviest sentence—“‘it can’t be that 
yeh’ve got t’ drinkin’.” 

Kelcey grunted withdisgustat the ridiculous thing. “Why, 
what an old goose yer gettin’ t’ be!” 

She was compelled to laugh a little, as a child laughs be- 
tween tears at a hurt. She had not been serious. She was 
only trying to display to him how she regarded his horrify- 
ing mental state. “Oh, of course, I didn’t mean that, but I 
think yeh act jest as bad as if yeh did drink. I wish yeh 
would do better, George!” 
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She had grown so much less frigid and stern in her cen- 
sure that Kelcey seized the opportunity to try to make a 
joke of it. He laughed at her, but she shook her head and 
continued: “I do wish yeh would do better. I don’t know 
what’s t’ become a’ yeh, George. Yeh don’t mind what I 
say no more ’n if I was th’ wind in th’ chimbly. Yeh don’t 
care about nothin’ ’cept goin’ out nights. I can’t ever get 
yeh t’ prayer-meetin’ ner church; yeh never go out with me 
anywheres unless yeh can’t get out of it; yeh swear an’ take 
on sometimes like everything; yeh never “ 

Hegestured wrathfully in interruption. “Say, look-a here, 
can’t yeh think a’ something I do?” 

She ended her oration then in the old way. “An’ I don’t 
know what’s goin’ t’ become a’ yeh.” 

She put on her bonnet and shawl and then came and stood 
near him, expectantly. She imparted to her attitude a subtle 
threat of unchangeableness. He pretended to be engrossed in 
his newspaper. The little swaggering clock on the mantel be- 
came suddenly evident, ticking with loud monotony. Pres- 
ently she said, firmly: “‘Well, are yeh comin’?” 

He was reading. ““Well, are yeh comin’?” 

He threw his paper down, angrily. “Oh, why don’t yeh 
go on an’ leave me alone?” he demanded in supreme impa- 
tience. ““What do yeh wanta pester me fer? Ye’d think there 
was robbers. Why can’t yeh goalone or else stay home? You 
wanta go, an’ I don’t wanta go, an’ yeh keep all time tryin’ 
t’ drag me. Yeh know I don’t wanta go.” He concluded in a 
last defiant wounding of her. ‘““What do I care bout those 
ol’ bags-a’-wind, anyhow? They gimme a pain!” 

His mother turned her face and went from him. He sat 
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staring with a mechanical frown. Presently he went and 
picked up his newspaper. 

Jones told him that night that everybody had had such a 
good time at old Bleecker’s party that they were going to 
form a club. They waited at the little smiling saloon, and 
then amid much enthusiasm all signed a membership-roll. 
Old Bleecker, late that night, was violently elected presi- 
dent. He made speeches of thanks and gratification during 
the remainder of the meeting. Kelcey went home rejoicing. 
He felt that at any rate he would have true friends. The 
dues were a dollar for each week. 

He was deeply interested. For a number of evenings he 
fairly gobbled his supper in order that he might be off to 
the little smiling saloon to discuss the new organization. 
All the men were wildly enthusiastic. One night the saloon- 
keeper announced that he would donate half the rent of 
quite a large room over his saloon. It was an occasion for 
great cheering. Kelcey’s legs were like whalebone when he 
tried to go upstairs upon his return home, and the edge of 
each step was moved curiously forward. 

His mother’s questions made him snarl. “Oh, nowheres!” 
At other times he would tell her: “Oh, t’ see some friends a’ 
mine! Where d’ yeh s’pose?”’ 

Finally, some of the women of the tenement concluded 
that the little old mother had a wild son. They came to con- 
dole with her. They sat in the kitchen for hours. She told 
them of his wit, his cleverness, his kind heart. 
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XI 


AT A CERTAIN TIME Kelcey discovered that some young men 
who stood in the cinders between a brick wall and the pave- 
ment, and near the side-door of a corner saloon, knew more 
about life than other people. They used to lean there smok- 
ing and chewing, and comment upon events and persons. 
They knew the neighbourhood extremely well. They de- 
bated upon small typical things that transpired before them, 
until they had extracted all the information that existence 
contained. They sometimes inaugurated little fights with 
foreigners or well-dressed men. It was here that Sapristi 
Glielmi, the pedlar, stabbed Pete Brady to death, for which 
he got a life-sentence. Each patron of the saloon was closely 
scrutinized as he entered the place. Sometimes they used to 
throng upon the heels of a man and in at the bar assert that 
he had asked them in to drink. When he objected, they would 
claim with one voice that it was too deep aninsult and gather 
about to thrash him. When they had caught chance cus- 
tomers and absolute strangers, the barkeeper had remained 
in stolid neutrality, ready to serve one or seven, but two or 
three times they had encountered the wrong men. Finally, 
the proprietor had come out one morning and told them, in 
the fearless way of his class, that their pastime must cease. 
“It quits right here! See? Right here! Th’ nex’ time yeh try 
t’ work it, I come with th’ bung-starter, an’ th’ mugs I miss 
with it git pulled. See? It quits!” Infrequently, however, 
men did ask them in to drink. 

The policeman of that beat grew dignified and shrewd 
whenever he approached this corner. Sometimes he stood 
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with his hands behind his back and cautiously conversed with 
them. It was understood on both sides that it was a good 
thing to be civil. 

In winter this band, a trifle diminished in numbers, hud- 
dled in their old coats and stamped little flat places in the 
snow, their faces turned always toward the changing life in 
the streets. In the summer they became more lively. Some- 
times, then, they walked out to the kerb to look up anddown 
the street. Over in a trampled vacant lot, surrounded by 
high tenement-houses, there was a sort of den among some 
boulders. An old truck was made to forma shelter. The small 
hoodlums of that vicinity all avoided the spot. So many of 
them had been thrashed upon being caught near it. It was 
the summer-time lounging place of the band from thecorner. 

They wereall tooclever to work. Some of them hadworked, 
but these used their experiences as stores from which to draw 
tales. They were like veterans with their wars. One lad in 
particular used to recount how he whipped his employer, 
the proprietor of a large grain and feed establishment. He 
described his victim’s features and form and clothes with 
minute exactness. He bragged of his wealth and social posi- 
tion. It had been a proud moment of the lad’s life. He was 
like a savage who had killed a great chief. 

Their feeling forcontemporaneouslifewasoneofcontempt. 
Their philosophy taught that ina large part the whole thing 
was idle and agreat bore. With fine scorn they sneered at the 
futility of it. Work was done by men who had not the cour- 
age to stand still and let the skies clap together if they willed. 

The vast machinery of the popular law indicated to them 
that there were people in the world who wished to remain 


€ 73 } 


eA» MAJOR CONFLICTS ef 


quiet. They awaited the moment when they could prove to 
them that a riotous upheaval, a cloudburst of destruction, 
would be a delicious thing. They thought of their fingers 
buried in the lives of these people. They longed dimly for a 
time when they couldrun through decorousstreets withcrash 
and roar of war, an army of revenge for pleasures long pos- 
sessed by others, a wild sweeping compensation for their 
years without crystal and gilt, women and wine. Thisthought 
slumbered in them, as the image of Rome might have lain 
small in the hearts of the barbarians. 

Kelcey respected these youths so much that he ordinarily 
used the other side of the street. He could not go near to 
them, because if a passer-by minded his own business he was 
a disdainful prig and had insulted them; if he showed that 
he was aware of them they were likely to resent his not mind- 
ing his own business and prod him into a fight if the oppor- 
tunity were good. Kelcey longed for their acquaintance and 
friendship, for with it came social safety and ease; they were 
respected so universally. 

Once in another street Fidsey Corcoran was whipped by 
a short, heavy man. Fidsey picked himself up, and in the 
fury of defeat hurled pieces of brick at his opponent. The 
short man dodged with skill, and then pursued Fidsey for 
over a block. Sometimes he got near enough to punch him. 
Fidsey raved in maniacal fury. The moment the short man 
would attempt to resume his own affairs, Fidsey would turn 
upon him again, tears and blood upon his face, with the 
lashed rage of a vanquished animal. The short man used to 
turn about, swear madly, and make little dashes. Fidsey al- 
ways ran, and then returned as pursuit ceased. The short 
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man apparently wondered if this maniac was ever going to 
allow him to finish whipping him. He looked helplessly up 
and down the street. People were there who knew Fidsey, 
and they remonstrated with him; but he continued to con- 
front the short man, gibbering like a wounded ape, using all 
the eloquence of the street in his wild oaths. 

Finally, the short man was exasperated to black fury. He 
decided to end the fight. With low snarls, ominous as death, 
he plunged at Fidsey. 

Kelcey happened there then. He grasped the short man’s 
shoulder. He cried out in the peculiar whine of the man who 
interferes. “Oh, hol’ on! Yeh don’t wanta hit ’im any more! 
Yeh’ve done enough to ’im now! Leave ’im be!” 

The short man wrenched and tugged. He turned his face 
until his teeth were almost at Kelcey’s cheek. “‘Le’ go me! 
Le’ go me, you——’” The rest of his sentence was screamed 
curses. 

Kelcey’s face grew livid from fear, but he somehow man- 
aged to keep his grip. Fidsey, with but an instant’s pause, 
plunged into the new fray. 

They beat the short man. They forced him against a high 
board fence, where for a few seconds their blows sounded 
upon his head in swift thuds. A moment later Fidsey de- 
scried a running policeman. He made off, fleet as a shadow. 
Kelcey noted his going. He ran after him. 

Three or four blocks away they halted. Fidsey said: “I’d 
’a’ licked dat big stiff in bout a minute more,” and wiped 
the blood from his eyes. 

At the gang’s corner, they asked: “Who soaked yeh, 
Fidsey?” His description was burning. Everybody laughed. 
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“Where is ’e now?” Later they began to question Kelcey. 
He recited a tale in which he allowed himself toappear prom- 
inent and redoubtable. They looked at him then as if they 
thought he might be quite a man. . 

Once when the little old woman was going out to buy 
something for her son’s supper, she discovered him standing 
at the side-door of the saloon engaged intimately with Fid- 
sey and the others. She slunk away, for she understood that 
it would be a terrible thing to confront him and his pride 
there with youths who were superior to mothers. 

When he arrived home he threw down his hat witha weary 
sigh, as if he had worked long hours, but she attacked him 
before he had time to complete the falsehood. He listened 
to her harangue with a curled lip. In defence he merely made 
a gesture of supreme exasperation. She never understood 
the advanced things in life. He felt the hopelessness of ever 
making her comprehend. His mother was not modern. 


XIV 


THE LITTLE OLD womaN arose early and bustled in the prep- 
aration of breakfast. At times she looked anxiously at the 
clock. An hour before her son should leave for work she went 
to his room and called him in the usual tone of sharpness. 
“George! George!” 

A sleepy growl came to her. 

“Come, come, it’s time t’ git up,” she continued. “Come, 
now, git right up!” 

Later she went again to the door. “George, are yeh git- 
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“rluh?” 

“Are yeh gittin’ up?” 

“Yes, I'll git right up!” He had introduced a valour into 
his voice which she detected to be false. She wenttohisbedside 
and took him by the shoulder. “George—George—git up!” 

From the mist-lands of sleep he began to protest incoher- 
ently. “Oh, le’ me be, won’ yeh? ’m sleepy!” 

She continued to shake him. “Well, it’s time t’ git up. 
Come—come—come on, now.”’ 

Her voice, shrill with annoyance, pierced his ears in a 
slender, piping thread of sound. He turned over on the pil- 
low to bury his head in his arms. When he expostulated, his 
tones came half smothered. “Oh, le’ mebe, can’t yeh? There’s 
plenty a’ time! Jest fer ten minutes! ’m sleepy!” 

She was implacable. “No, yeh must git up now! Yeh ain’t 
got more’n time enough t’ eat yer breakfast an’ git t’ work.” 

Eventually he arose, sullen and grumbling. Later he came 
to his breakfast, blinking his dry eyelids, his stiffened fea- 
tures set in a mechanical scowl. 

Each morning his mother went to his room, and fought a 
battle to arouse him. She was like a soldier. Despite his 
pleadings, his threats, she remained at her post, imperturb- 
able and unyielding. These affairs assumed large proportions 
in his life. Sometimes he grew beside himself with a bland, 
unformulated wrath. The whole thing was a consummate 
imposition. He felt that he was being cheated of his sleep. It 
was aninjustice tocompel him toarise morning after morning 
withbitter regularity beforethesleep-godshadatall loosened 
their grasp. He hated that unknown force which directed 
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One morning he swore a tangled mass of oaths, aimed into 
the air, as if the injustice poised there. His mother flinched 
at first; then her mouth set in the little straight line. She 
saw that the momentous occasion had come. It was the time 
of the critical battle. She turned upon him valorously. “Stop 
your swearin’, George Kelcey. I won’t have yeh talk so be- 
fore me! I won’t have it! Stop this minute! Not another 
word! Do yeh think I’ll allow yeh t’ swear b’fore me like 
that? Not another word! I won’t have it! I declare I won’t 
have it another minute!” 

At first her projected words had slid from his mind as if 
striking against ice, but at last he heeded her. His face grew 
sour with passion and misery. He spoke in tones dark with 
dislike. “Th’ ’ell yeh won’t! Whatter yeh goin’ t’ do "bout 
it?’ Then, as if he considered that he had not been suffi- 
ciently impressive, he arose and slowly walked over to her. 
Having arrived at point-blank range he spoke again. “What- 
ter yeh goin’ t’ do ’bout it?” He regarded her then with an 
unaltering scowl, albeit his mien was as dark and cowering 
as that of a condemned criminal. 

She threw out her hands in the gesture of an impotent one. 
He was acknowledged victor. He took his hat and slowly 
left her. 

For three days they lived in silence. He brooded upon his 
mother’s agony and felt a singular joy in it. As opportunity 
offered, he did little despicable things. He was going to make 
her abject. He was now uncontrolled, ungoverned; he wished 
to be an emperor. Her suffering was all a sort of compensa- 
tion for his own dire pains. 

She went about with a grey, impassive face. It was as if 


€ 78 } 


es GEORGE’S MOTHER Fs 


she had survived a massacre in which all that she loved had 
been torn from her by the brutality of savages. 

One evening at six he entered and stood looking at his 
mother as she peeled potatoes. She had hearkened to his 
coming listlessly, without emotion, and at his entrance she 
did not raise her eyes. 

“Well, I’m fired,” he said suddenly. 

It seemed to be the final blow. Her body gave a convul- 
sive movement in the chair. When she finally lifted her eyes, 
horror possessed her face. Her under jaw had fallen. “Fired? 
Outa work? Why—George?” He went over to the window 
and stood with his back to her. He could feel her grey stare 
upon him. 

“Yep! Fired!” 

At last she said: “Well, whatter yeh goin’ t’ do?” 

He tapped the pane with his fingernail. He answered in a 
tone made hoarse and unnatural by an assumption of gay 
carelessness: “Oh, nothin’!”’ 

She began, then, her first weeping. “Oh—George—George 
—George——” 

He looked at her scowling. “Ah, whatter yeh givin’ us? 
Is this all I git when I come home f’m bein’ fired? Anybody 
’ud think it was my fault. I couldn’t help it.” 

She continued to sob in a dull, shaking way. In the pose 
of her head there was an expression of her conviction that 
comprehension of her pain was impossible to the universe. 
He paused for a moment, and then, with his usual tactics, 
went out, slamming the door. A pale flood of sunlight, im- 
perturbable at its vocation, streamed upon the little old 
woman, bowed with pain, forlorn in her chair. 
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XV 


KELCcEY was standing on the corner next day when three 
little boys came running. Two halted some.distance away, 
and the other came forward. He halted before Kelcey, and 
spoke importantly. 

“Hey, your ol’ woman’s sick.” 

“What?” 

“Your ol’ woman’s sick.” 

“Git out!” 

“She is, too!” 

“Who tol’ yeh?” 

“Mis’ Callahan. She said fer me t’ run an’ tell yeh. Dey 
want yeh.” 

A swift dread struck Kelcey. Like flashes of light little 
scenes from the past shot through his brain. He had thoughts 
of a vengeance from the clouds. As he glanced about him 
the familiar view assumed a meaning that was ominous and 
dark. There was prophecy of disaster in the street, the build- 
ings, the sky, the people. Something tragic and terrible 
in the air was known to his nervous, quivering nostrils. 
He spoke to the little boy in a tone that quavered. “All 
right!” 

Behind him he felt the sudden contemplative pause of his 
companions of the gang. They were watching him. As he 
went rapidly up the street he knew that they had come out 
to the middle of the walk and were staring after him. He 
was glad that they could not see his face, his trembling lips, 
his eyes wavering in fear. He stopped at the door of his home 
and stared at the panel as if he saw written thereon a word. 
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A moment later he entered. His eye comprehended the room 
in a frightened glance. 

His mother sat gazing out at the opposite walls and win- 
dows. She was leaning her head upon the back of the chair. 
Her face was overspread witha singular pallor, but theglance 
of her eyes was strong, and the set of her lips was tranquil. 

He felt an unspeakable thrill of thanksgiving at seeing 
her seated there calmly. “Why, mother, they said yeh was 
sick,” he cried, going toward her impetuously. ““What’s th’ 
matter?” 

She smiled at him. “Oh, it ain’t nothin’! I on’y got kinda 
dizzy, that’s all.”’ Her voice was sober and had the ring of 
vitality in it. 

He noted her commonplace air. There was no alarm or 
pain in her tones, but the misgivings of the street, the pro- 
phetic twinges of his nerves, made him still hesitate. “Well 
—are you sure it ain’t? They scared me ’bout t’ death.” 

“No, it ain’t anything, on’y some sorta dizzy feelin’. I fell 
down b’hind th’ stove. Missis Callahan, she came an’ picked 
me up. I must ’a’ laid there fer quite a while. Th’ doctor 
said he guessed I’d be all right in a couple a’ hours. I don’t 
feel nothin’! 

Kelcey heaved a great sigh of relief. “Lord, I was scared!” 
He began to beam joyously, since he was escaped from his 
fright. “Why, I couldn’t think what had happened,” he 
told her. 

“Well, it ain’t nothin’,” she said. 

He stood about awkwardly, keeping his eyes fastened 
upon her in a sort of surprise, as if he had expected to dis- 
cover that she had vanished. The reaction from his panic 
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was a thrill of delicious contentment. He took a chair and 
sat down near her, but presently he jumped up to ask: “There 
ain’t nothin’ I can git fer yeh, is ther?” He looked at her 
eagerly. In his eyes shone love and joy. If it were not for 
the shame of it, he would have called her endearing names. 

“No, ther ain’t nothin’,” she answered. Presently she con- 
tinued, in a conversational way: “Yeh ain’t found no work 
yit, have yeh?” 

The shadow of his past fell upon him then, and he became 
suddenly morose. At last he spoke in a sentence that was a 
vow, a declaration of change. ““No, I ain’t, but I’m goin’ t’ 
hunt fer it hard, you bet.” 

She understood from his tone that he was making peace 
with her. Shesmiled at him gladly. “Yeragood boy, George!” 
A radiance from the stars lit her face. 

Presently she asked: ““D’ yeh think yer old boss would 
take yeh on ag’in if I went t’ see him?” 

“No,” said Kelcey at once. “It wouldn’t do no good! They 
got all th’ men they want. There ain’t no room there. It 
wouldn’t do no good.”’ He ceased to beam for a moment as 
he thought of certain disclosures. “I’m goin’ t’ try to git 
work everywheres. I’m goin’ t’ make a wild break t’ git a 
job, an’ if there’s one anywheres I'll git it.” 

She smiled at him again. ““That’s right, George 

When it came supper-time he dragged her in her chair over 
to the tableand then scurried to and fro to preparea meal for 
her. She laughed gleefully at him. He was awkward and 
densely ignorant. He exaggerated his helplessness sometimes 
until she was obliged to lean back inher chair tolaugh. After- 
ward they sat by the window. Her hand rested upon his hair. 
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XVI 


Wuen KE Lcey went to borrow money from old Bleecker, 
Jones, and the others, he discovered that he was below them 
in social position. Old Bleecker said gloomily that he did 
not see how he could loan money at that time. When Jones 
asked him to have a drink, his tone was careless. O'Connor 
recited at length some bewildering financial troubles of his 
own. In them all he saw that something had been reversed. 
They remained silent upon many occasions when they might 
have grunted in sympathy for him. 

As he passed along the street near his home he perceived 
Fidsey Corcoran and another of the gang. They made elo- 
quent signs. ““Are yeh wid us?” 

He stopped and looked at them. “What’s wrong with 

eh?” 
: “Are yeh wid us er not?” demanded Fidsey. “New bar- 
keep’! Big can! We got it over in d’ lot. Big can, I tell yeh.” 
He drew a picture in the air, so tospeak, with his enthusiastic 
fingers. 

Kelcey turned dejectedly homeward. “Oh, I guess not, 

this roun’.” 
’ “What’s d’ matter wi’che?” said Fidsey. “Yer gittin’ t’ 
be areg’lar Willie! Comeahn, I tell yeh! Yousegitsone smoke 
at d’ can b’cause yeh b’longs t’ d’ gang, an’ yeh don’t wanta 
give it up widout er scrap! See? Some udder john’ll git yer 
smoke. Come ahn!”’ 

When they arrived at the place among the boulders in 
the vacant lot, one of the band had a huge and battered tin 
pail tilted afar up. His throat worked convulsively. He was 
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watched keenly and anxiously by five or six others. Their 
eyes followed carefully each fraction of distance that the 
pail was lifted. They were very silent. 

Fidsey burst out violently as he perceived what was in 
progress. “Heh, Tim, yeh big sojer, le’ go d’ can! Whatta 
yeh t’ink? Wees er in dis! Le’ go dat!” 

He who was drinking made several angry protesting con- 
tortions of his throat. Then he put down the pail and swore. 
“‘Who’s a big sojer? I ain’t gittin’ more’n me own smoke! 
Yer too bloomin’ swift! Ye’d t’ink yeh was d’ on’y mug 
what owned dis can! Close yer face while I gits me smoke!” 

He took breath for a moment and then returned the pail 
to its tilted position. Fidsey went to him and worried and 
clamoured. He interfered so seriously with the action of 
drinking that the other was obliged to release the pail again 
for fear of choking. 

Fidsey grabbed it and glanced swiftly at the contents. 
“Dere! Dat’s what I was hollerin’ at! Look-ut d’ beer! Not 
*nough t’ wet yer t’roat! Yehs can’t have nottin’ on d’ level 
wid youse damn’ tanks! Youse was a reg’lar rese’voiy, Tim 
Connigan! Look what yehlef’ us! Ah, say, youse wasadandy! 
Whatta yeh tink we ah? Willies? Don’ we want no smoke? 
Say, look-ut dat can! It’s drier’n hell! Whatta yeh tink?” 

Tim glanced in at the beer. Then he said: “‘Well, d’ mug 
what come b’fore me, he on’y lef’ me dat much. Blue Billie, 
he done d’ swallerin’! I on’y had a tas’e!” 

Blue Billie, from his seat near, called out in wrathful pro- 
test: “Yeh lie, Tim. I never had more’n a mouf-ful!” An in- 
spiration evidently came to him then, for his countenance 
suddenly brightened, and, arising, he went toward the pail. 
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“TI ain’t had me reg’lar smoke yit!Guess I come in ahead a’ 
Fidsey, don’t 1?” 

Fidsey, with a sardonic smile, swung the pail behind him. 
“T guess nit! Not dis minnet! Youse hadger smoke. If yeh 
ain’t, yeh don’t git none. See?” 

Blue Billie confronted Fidsey determinedly. ‘“‘D’ ’ell I 
don’t!” 

“Nit,” said Fidsey. 

Billie sat down again. 

Fidsey drank his portion. Then he manceuvred skilfully 
before the crowd until Kelcey and the other youth took 
their shares. ““Youse er a mob a’ tanks,” he told the gang. 
“Nobody ’ud git nottin’ if dey wasn’t on t’ yehs!” 

Blue Billie’s soul had been smouldering in hate against 
Fidsey. “Ah, shut up! Youse ain’t gotta take care a’ dose 
two mugs, dough. Youse hadger smoke, ain’t ve ? Den yer 
t’rough. G’ home!” 

“Well, I hate t’ see er bloke use ’imself fer a tank,”’ said 
Fidsey. “But youse don’t wanta go jollyin’ ’round ’bout d’ 
can, Blue, er youse’ll git done.” 

“Who'll do me?” demanded Blue Billie, casting his ere 
about him. 

“Kel will,” said Fidsey bravely. 

“D’ ell he will!” 

“Dat’s what he will!” 

Blue Billie made the gesture of a warrior. “He never saw 
d’ day a’ his life dat he could do me little finger. If ’e says 
much t’ me, I’ll push ’is face all over d’ lot.” 

Fidsey called to Kelcey. “Say, Kel, hear what dis mug 
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Kelcey was apparently deep in other matters. His back 
was half turned. 

Blue Billie spoke to Fidsey in a battleful voice. “Did ’e 
ever say ’e could do me?” 

Fidsey said: “Soitenly ’e did. Youse is Heda easy, e Says. 
He says he kin punch holes in you, Blue!” 

“When did ’e say it?” 

“Oh—any time. Youse is a cinch, Kel says.” 

Blue Billie walked over to Kelcey. The others of the band 
followed him, exchanging joyful glances. 

“Did youse say yeh could do me?” 

Kelcey slowly turned, but he kept hiseyesuponthe ground. 
He heard Fidsey darting among the others, telling of his 
prowess, preparing them for the downfall of Blue Billie. 
He stood heavily on one foot and moved his hands nerv- 
ously. Finally he said, in a low growl: “Well, what if I did?” 

The sentence sent a happy thrill through the band. It was 
the formidable question. Blue Billie braced himself. Upon 
him came the responsibility of the next step. The gang fell 
back a little upon all sides. They looked expectantly at 
Blue Billie. 

He walked forward with a deliberate step until his face 
was close to Kelcey. 

“Well,if you did,” he said,with a snarl between his teeth, 
“Tm goin’ t’ tump d’ life outa yeh right heh!” 

A little boy, wild of eye and puffing, came down the slope 
as from an explosion. He burst out in a rapid treble: “Is dat 
Kelcey feller here? Say, yeh ol’ woman’s sick again. Dey 
want yeh! Yehs better run! She’s awful sick!” 

The gang turned with loud growls. “Ah, git outa here!” 
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Fidsey threw a stone at the little boy and chased hima short 
distance, but he continued to clamour: ““Youse better come, 
Kelcey feller! She’s awful sick! She was hollerin’! Dey been 
lookin’ fer yeh over ’n hour!” In his eagerness he returned 
part way, regardless of Fidsey. 

Kelcey had moved away from Blue Billie. He said: “I 
guess I'd better go.”’ They howled at him. “Well,” he con- 
tinued, “I can’t—I don’t wanta—I don’t wanta leave me 
mother be—she a 

His words were drowned in the chorus of their derision. 
“Well, look-a-here,”’ he would begin, and at each time their 
cries and screams ascended. They dragged at Blue Billie. 
“Go fer ’im, Blue! Slug ’im! Go ahn!” 

Kelcey went slowly away while they were urging Blue 
Billie to do a decisive thing. Billie stood fuming and blus- 
tering and explaining himself. When Kelcey had achieved 
a considerable distance from him, he stepped forward a few 
paces and hurled a terrible oath. Kelcey looked back darkly. 





XVII 


WHEN HE ENTERED the chamber of death, he was brooding 
over the recent encounter and devising extravagant revenges 
upon Blue Billie and the others. 

The little old woman was stretched upon her bed. Her 
face and hands were of the hue of the blankets. Her hair, 
seemingly of a new and wondrous greyness, hung over her 
temples in whips and tangles. She was sickeningly motion- 
less, save for her eyes, which rolled and swayed in maniacal 


glances. 
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A young doctor had just been administering medicine. 
“There,” he said, with a great satisfaction, “I guess that'll 
do her good!” As he went briskly toward the door ie met 
Kelcey. “Oh,” he said. “Son?” 

Kelcey had that in his throat which was Niles tae When 
he forced his voice, the words came first low and then high, 
as if they had broken through something. ‘Will she—will 
he 

The doctor glanced back at the bed. Shee was watching 
them as she would have watched ghouls, and muttering. 

“Can’t tell,” he said. ‘““She’s a wonderful woman! Got 
more vitality than you and I together! Can’t tell! May— 
may not! Good-day! Back in two hours.” 

In the kitchen Mrs. Callahan was feverishly dusting the 
furniture, polishing this and that. She arranged everything 
in decorous rows. She was preparing for the coming of death. 
She looked at the floor as if she longed to scrub it. 

The doctor paused to speak in an undertone to her, glanc- 
ing at the bed. When he departed she laboured with a re- 
newed speed. 

Kelcey approached his mother. From a little distance he 
called to her. “Mother—mother ” He proceeded with 
caution lest this mystic being upon the bed should clutch 
at him. 

“Mother—mother—don’t yeh know me?” He put forth 
apprehensive, shaking fingers and touched her hand. 

There were two brilliant steel-coloured points upon her 
eyeballs. She was staring off at something sinister. 

Suddenly she turned to her son in a wild babbling appeal. 
“Help me! Help me! Oh, help me! I see them coming.” 
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Kelcey called to her as to a distant place. ‘Mother! 
Mother!” She looked at him, and then there began within 
her a struggle to reach him with her mind. She fought with 
some implacable power whose fingers were in her brain. She 
called to Kelcey in stammering, incoherent cries for help. 

Then she again looked away. “‘Ah, there they come! There 
they come! Ah, look—look—loo—”’ She arose toa sitting 
posture without the use of her arms. 

Kelcey felt himself being choked. When her voice pealed 
forth in a scream he saw crimson curtains moving before 
his eyes. ““Mother—oh, mother—there’s nothin’—there’s 
nothin’ i 

She was at a kitchen door with a dish-cloth in her hand. 
Within there had just been a clatter of crockery. Down 
through the trees of the orchard she could see a man in a 
field ploughing. “Bill—o-o-oh, Bill—have yeh seen Georgie? 
Is he out there with you? Georgie! Georgie! Come right 
here this minnet! Right—this—minnet!” 

She began to talk to some people in the room. “I want t’ 
know what yeh want here! I want yeh t’ git out! I don’t 
want yeh here! I don’t feel good t’-day, an’ I don’t want 
yeh here! I don’t feel good t’-day! I want yeh t’ git out!” 
Her voice became peevish. “Go away! Goaway! Goaway!” 

Kelcey lay in a chair. His nerveless arms allowed his fin- 
gers to sweep the floor. He became so that he could not hear 
the chatter from the bed, but he was always conscious of 
the ticking of the little clock out on the kitchen shelf. 

When he aroused, the pale-faced but plump young clergy- 
man was before him. 

“My poor lad!” began this latter. 
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The little old woman lay still with her eyes closed. On the 
table at the head of the bed was a glass containing a water- 
like medicine. The reflected lights made a silver star on its 
side. The two mensat side by side, waiting. Out in thekitchen 
Mrs. Callahan had takenachair by the stove and was waiting. 

Kelcey began to stare at the wall-paper. The pattern was 
clusters of brown roses. He felt them like hideous crabs crawl- 
ing upon his brain. 

Through the doorway he saw the oil-cloth covering of the 
table catching a glimmer from the warm afternoon sun. The 
window disclosed a fair, soft sky, like blue enamel, and a 
fringe of chimneys and roofs, resplendent here and there. An 
endless roar, the eternal trample of the marching city, came 
mingled with vague cries. At intervals the woman out by 
the stove moved restlessly and coughed. 

Over the transom from the hallway came two voices. 

“Johnnie!” 

“Wot!” 

“You come right here t’ me! I want yehs t’ go t’ d’ store 
fer me!” 

“Ah, ma, send Sally!” 

“No, I will not! You come right here!” 

“All right, in a minnet!” 

“Johnnie!” 

“Tn a minnet, I tell yeh!” 

“Johnnie——” There was the sound of a heavy tread, 
and later a boy squealed. Suddenly the clergyman started 
to his feet. He rushed forward and peered. The little old 
woman was dead. 
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| he Palace Hotel at Fort Romper was painted alight blue, 


a shade that is on the legs of a kind of heron, causing the 
bird to declare its position against any background. The 
Palace Hotel, then, was always screaming and howling in a 
way that made the dazzling winter landscape of Nebraska 
seem only agrey swampish hush. It stood aloneon the prairie, 
and when the snow was falling the town two hundred yards 
away was not visible. But when the traveller alighted at the 
railway station he was obliged to pass the Palace Hotel be- 
fore he could comeupon the company of low clapboard houses 
which composed Fort Romper, and it was not to be thought 
that any traveller could pass the Palace Hotel without look- 
ing at it. Pat Scully, the proprietor, had proved himself a 
master of strategy when he chose his paints. It is true that 
on clear days, when the great transcontinental expresses, 
long lines of swaying Pullmans, swept through Fort Rom- 
per, passengers were overcome at the sight, and the cult 
that knows the brown-reds and the subdivisions of the dark 
greens of the East expressed shame, pity, horror, ina laugh. 
But to the citizens of this prairie town and to the people 
who would naturally stop there, Pat Scully had performed 
afeat. With this opulence and splendour, thesecreeds, classes, 
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egotisms, that streamed through Romper on the rails day 
after day, they had no colour in common. 

As if the displayed delights of such a blue hotel were not 
sufficiently enticing, it was Scully’s habit to go every morn- 
ing and evening to meet the leisurely trains that stopped at 
Romper and work his seductions upon any man that he 
might see wavering, gripsack in hand. 

One morning, when a snow-crusted engine dragged its 
long string of freight cars and its one passenger coach to the 
station, Scully performed the marvel of catching three men. 
One was a shaky and quick-eyed Swede, with a great shin- 
ing cheap valise; one was a tall bronzed cowboy, who was 
on his way to a ranch near the Dakota line; one was a little 
silent man from the East, who didn’t look it, and didn’t an- 
nounce it. Scully practically made them prisoners. He was 
so nimble and merry and kindly that each probably felt it 
would be the height of brutality to try to escape. They 
trudged off over the creaking board sidewalks in the wake 
of the eager little Irishman. He worea heavy fur cap squeezed 
tightly down on his head. It caused his two red ears to stick 
out stiffly, as if they were made of tin. 

At last, Scully, elaborately, with boisterous hospitality, 
conducted them through the portals of the blue hotel. The 
room which they entered was small. It seemed to be merely 
a proper temple for an enormous stove, which, in the centre, 
was humming with godlike violence. At various points on 
its surface the iron had become luminous and glowed yel- 
low from the heat. Beside the stove Scully’s son Johnnie was 
playing High-Five with an old farmer who had whiskers 
both grey and sandy. They were quarrelling. Frequently 


{94 } 


AAs THE BLUE HOTEL es 


the old farmer turned his face toward a box of sawdust— 
coloured brown from tobacco juice—that was behind the 
stove, and spat with an air of great impatience and irrita- 
tion. Witha loud flourish of words Scully destroyed thegame 
of cards, and bustled his son upstairs with part of the bag- 
gage of the new guests. He himself conducted them to three 
basins of the coldest water in the world. The cowboy and 
the Easterner burnished themselves fiery red with this water, 
until it seemed to be some kind of metal-polish. The Swede, 
however, merely dipped his fingers gingerly and with trepi- 
dation. It was notable that throughout this series of small 
ceremonies the three travellers were made to feel that Scully 
was very benevolent. He was conferring great favours upon 
them. He handed the towel from one to another with an air 
of philanthropic impulse. 

Afterward they went to the first room, and, sitting about 
the stove, listened to Scully’s officious clamour at his daugh- 
ters, who were preparing the midday meal. They reflected 
in the silence of experienced men who tread carefully amid 
new people. Nevertheless, the old farmer, stationary, invin- 
cible in his chair near the warmest part of the stove, turned 
his face from the sawdust-box frequently and addressed a 
glowing commonplace to the strangers. Usually he was an- 
swered in short but adequate sentences by either the cow- 
boy or the Easterner. The Swede said nothing. He seemed 
to be occupied in making furtive estimates of each man in 
the room. One might have thought that he had the sense of 
silly suspicion which comes to guilt. He resembled a badly 
frightened man. 

Later, at dinner, he spoke a little, addressing his conver- 
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sation entirely to Scully. He volunteered that he had come 
from New York, where for ten years he had worked as a 
tailor. These facts seemed to strike Scully as fascinating, 
and afterward he volunteered that he had lived at Romper 
for fourteen years. The Swede asked about the crops and 
the price of labour. He seemed barely to listen to Scully’s 
extended replies. His eyes continued torovefrommantoman. 

Finally, with a laugh and a wink, he said that some/of 
these Western communities were very dangerous; and after 
his statement he straightened his legs under the table, tilted 
his head, and laughed again, loudly. It was plain that the 
demonstration had no meaning to the others. They looked 
at him wondering and in silence. 


I 


As THE MEN trooped heavily back into the front room, the 
two little windows presented views of a turmoiling sea of 
snow. The huge arms of the wind were making attempts— 
mighty, circular, futile—to embrace the flakes as they sped. 
A gate-post like a still man with a blanched face stood aghast 
amid this profligate fury. In a hearty voiceScully announced 
the presence of a blizzard. The guests of the blue hotel, 
lighting their pipes, assented with grunts of lazy masculine 
contentment. No island of the sea could be exempt in the 
degree of this little room with its humming stove. Johnnie, 
son of Scully, in a tone which defined his opinion of his abil- 
ity as a card-player, challenged the old farmer of both grey 
and sandy whiskers to a game of High-Five. The farmer 
agreed with a contemptuous and bitter scoff. They sat close 
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to the stove, and squared their knees under a wide board. 
The cowboy and the Easterner watched the game with inter- 
est. The Swede remained near the window, aloof, but witha 
countenance that showed signs of an inexplicable excitement. 

The play of Johnnie and the grey-beard was suddenly 
ended by another quarrel. The old man arose while casting 
a look of heated scorn at his adversary. He slowly buttoned 
his coat, and then stalked with fabulous dignity from the 
room. In the discreet silence of all other men the Swede 
laughed. His laughter rang somehow childish. Men by this 
time had begun to look at him askance, as if they wished to 
inquire what ailed him. 

A new game was formed jocosely. The cowboy volun- 
teered to become the partner of Johnnie, and they all then 
turned to ask the Swede to throw in his lot with the little 
Easterner. He asked some questions about the game, and, 
learning that it wore many names, and that he had played 
it when it was under an alias, he accepted the invitation. 
He strode toward the men nervously, as if he expected to 
be assaulted. Finally, seated, he gazed from face to face and 
laughed shrilly. This laugh was so strange that the East- 
erner looked up quickly, the cowboy sat intent and with his 
mouth open, and Johnnie paused, holding the cards with 
still fingers. 

Afterward there was a short silence. Then Johnnie said, 
“Well, let’s get at it. Come on now!” They pulled their chairs 
forward until their knees were bunched under the board. 
They began to play, and their interest in the game caused 
the others to forget the manner of the Swede. 

The cowboy was a board-whacker. Each time that he held 
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superior cards he whanged them, one by one, with exceed- 
ing force, down upon theimprovised table, and took the tricks 
with a glowing air of prowess and pride that sent thrills of 
indignation into the hearts of his opponents. A game with a 
board-whacker in it is sure to become intense. The counte- 
nancesof the Easterner and the Swede were miserable when- 
ever the cowboy thundered down his aces and kings, while 
Johnnie, his eyes gleaming with joy, chuckled and chuckled. 

Because of the absorbing play none considered thestrange 
ways of the Swede. They paid strict heed to the game. Fi- 
nally, during alull caused by a new deal, the Swede suddenly 
addressed Johnnie: “‘I suppose there have been a good many 
men killed in this room.” The jaws of the others dropped 
and they looked at him. 

“What in hell are you talking about?” said Johnnie. 

The Swede laughed again his blatant laugh, full of a kind 
of false courage and defiance. “Oh, you know what I mean 
all right,” he answered. 

“T’maliarifI do!” Johnnie protested. The card was halted, 
and the men stared at the Swede. Johnnie evidently felt that 
as the son of the proprietor he should make a direct inquiry. 
“Now, what might you be drivin’ at, mister?” he asked. 
The Swede winked at him. It was a wink full of cunning. 
His fingers shook on the edge of the board. “Oh, maybe you 
think I have been to nowheres. Maybe you think I’m a 
tenderfoot?” 

“T don’t know nothin’ about you,” answered Johnnie, 
“and I don’t give a damn where you’ve been. All I got to 
say is that I don’t know what you’re driving at. There hain’t 
never been nobody killed in this room.” 
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The cowboy, who had been steadily gazing at the Swede, 
then spoke: ‘““What’s wrong with you, mister?” 

Apparently it seemed to the Swede that he was formid- 
ably menaced. He shivered and turned white near the cor- 
ners of his mouth. He sent an appealing glance in the direc- 
tion of the little Easterner. During these moments he did 
not forget to wear his air of advanced pot-valour. ‘“They 
say they don’t know what I mean,” he remarked mockingly 
to the Easterner. 

The latter answered after prolonged and cautious reflec- 
tion. “I don’t understand you,” he said, impassively. 

The Swede made a movement then which announced that 
he thought he had encountered treachery from the only quar- 
ter where he had expected sympathy, if not help. “Oh, I see 
you are all against me. I see i 

The cowboy was in a state of deep stupefaction. “Say,” 
he cried, as he tumbled the deck violently down upon the 
board, “say, what are you gittin’ at, hey?” 

The Swede sprang up with the celerity of a man escaping 
from asnake on the floor. “I don’t want to fight!” he shouted. 
“T don’t want to fight!” 

The cowboy stretched his long legs indolently and delib- 
erately. His hands were in his pockets. He spat into the saw- 
dust-box. ‘““Well,who the hell thought you did?” he inquired. 

The Swede backed rapidly toward a corner of the room. 
His hands were out protectingly in front of his chest, but he 
was making an obvious struggle to control his fright. “Gen- 
tlemen,” he quavered, “I suppose I am going to be killed be- 
fore I can leave this house!I suppose I am going to be killed 
before I can leave this house!”’ In his eyes was the dying- 
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swan look. Through the windows could be seen the snow 
turning blue in the shadow of dusk. The wind tore at the 
house, and some loose thing beat regularly against the clap- 
boards like a spirit tapping. 

A door opened, and Scully himself entered. He paused in 
surprise as he noted the tragic attitude of the Swede. Then 
he said, ““What’s the matter here?” 

The Swede answered him swiftly and eagerly: “These 
men are going to kill me.” 

“Kill you!” ejaculated Scully. “Kill you! What are you 
talkin’?” 

The Swede made the gesture of a martyr. 

Scully wheeled sternly upon his son.““What is this, Johnnie?” 

The lad had grown sullen. “Damned if I know,” he an- 
swered. “I can’t make no sense to it.”” He began to shuffle 
the cards, fluttering them together with an angry snap. “He 
says agood many men have been killed in thisroom, or some- 
thing like that. And he says he’s goin’ to be killed here too. 
I don’t know what ails him. He’s crazy, Ishouldn’t wonder.” 

Scully then looked for explanation to the cowboy, but the 
cowboy simply shrugged his shoulders. 

“Kill you?” said Scully again to the Swede. “Kill you? 
Man, you’re off your nut.” 

“Oh, [know,” burst out the Swede.“‘T know what will hap- 
pen. Yes, I’m crazy—yes. Yes, of course, I’m crazy—yes. But 
I know one thing—” There wasa sort of sweat of misery and 
terror upon his face. “I know I won’t get out of herealive.” 

The cowboy drew a deep breath, as if his mind was pass- 
ing into the last stages of dissolution. “Well, I’m doggoned,” 
he whispered to himself. 
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Scully wheeled suddenly and faced his son. ““You’ve been 
troublin’ this man!” 

Johnnie’s voice was loud with its burden of grievance. 
“Why, good Gawd, I ain’t done nothin’ to ’im.” 

The Swede broke in. “Gentlemen, do not disturb your- 
selves. I will leave this house. I will go away, because”—he 
accused them dramatically with his glance—“‘because I do 
not want to be killed.” 

Scully was furious with his son. “‘Will you tell me what is 
the matter, you young divil? What’s the matter, anyhow? 
Speak out!” 

“Blame it!” cried Johnnie in despair, “don’t I tell you I 
don’t know? He—he says we want to kill him, and that’s all 
I know. I can’t tell what ails him.” 

The Swede continued to repeat: “Nevermind, Mr. Scully; 
never mind. I will leave this house. I will go away, because 
I do not wish to be killed. Yes, of course, I am crazy—yes. 
But I know one thing! I will go away. I will leave this house. 
Never mind, Mr. Scully; never mind. I will go away.” 

“You will not go ’way,” said Scully. “You will not go 
way until I hear the reason of this business. If anybody 
has troubled you I will take care of him. This is my house. 
You are under my roof, and I will not allow any peaceable 
man to be troubled here.” He cast a terrible eye upon John- 
nie, the cowboy, and the Easterner. 

“Never mind, Mr. Scully; never mind. I will go away. Ido 
not wish to be killed.”” The Swede moved toward the door 
which opened upon the stairs. It was evidently his inten- 
tion to go at once for his baggage. 

“No, no,” shouted Scully peremptorily; but the white- 
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faced man slid by him and disappeared. “Now,” said Scully 
severely, ‘“what does this mane?” 

Johnnie and the cowboy cried together: ““Why, we didn’t 
do nothin’ to ’’im!” ; 

Scully’s eyes were cold. “‘No,” he said, ““you didn’t?” 

Johnnie swore a deep oath. ““Why, this is the wildest loon 
I ever see. We didn’t do nothin’ at all. We were jest sittin’ 
here playin’ cards, and he——” 

The father suddenly spoke to the Easterner. “Mr. Blanc,” 
he asked, “what has these boys been doin’?”’ 

The Easterner reflected again. “I didn’t see anything 
wrong at all,” he said at last, slowly. 

Scully began to howl. “But what does it mane?” Hestared 
ferociously at his son. “I have a mind to lather you for this, 
me boy.” 

Johnnie was frantic. “Well, what have I done?” he bawled 
at his father. 





III 


“J THINK you are tongue-tied,” said Scully finally to his 
son, the cowboy, and the Easterner; and at the end of this 
scornful sentence he left the room. 

Upstairs the Swede was swiftly fastening the straps of 
his great valise. Once his back happened to be half turned 
toward the door, and, hearing a noise there, he wheeled and 
sprang up, uttering a loud cry. Scully’s wrinkled visage 
showed grimly in the light of the small lamp he carried. 
This yellow effulgence, streaming upward, coloured only 
his prominent features, and left his eyes, for instance, in 
mysterious shadow. He resembled a murderer. 
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“Man! man!” he exclaimed, “have you gone daffy?” 

“Oh, no! Oh, no!” rejoined the other. “There are people 
in this world who know pretty nearly as much as you do— 
understand?” 

For a moment they stood gazing at each other. Upon the 
Swede’s deathly pale cheeks were two spots brightly crim- 
son and sharply edged, as if they had been carefully painted. 
Scully placed the light on the table and sat himself on the 
edge of the bed. He spoke ruminatively. “By cracky, I never 
heard of such a thing in my life. It’s a complete muddle. I 
can’t, for the soul of me, think how you ever got this idea 
into your head.” Presently he lifted his eyes and asked: 
“And did you sure think they were going to kill you?” 

The Swede scanned the old man as if he wished to see 
into his mind. “I did,” he said at last. He obviously sus- 
pected that this answer might precipitate an outbreak. As 
he pulled on a strap his whole arm shook, the elbow waver- 
ing like a bit of paper. 

Scully banged his hand impressively on the footboard of 
the bed. ‘“Why, man, we’re goin’ to have a line of ilictric 
street-cars in this town next spring.” 

“<A lineofelectricstreet-cars, repeated the Swede,stupidly. 

“And,” said Scully, “there’s a new railroad goin’ to be 
built down from Broken Arm to here. Not to mintion the 
four churches and the smashin’ big brick schoolhouse. Then 
there’s the big factory, too. Why, in two years Romper’ll 
be a met-tro-po/-is.” 

Having finished the preparation of his baggage, the Swede 
straightened himself. “Mr. Scully,” he said, with sudden 
hardihood, “how much do I owe you?” 
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“You don’t owe me anythin’,” said the old man, angrily. 

“Yes, I do,” retorted the Swede. He took seventy-five 
cents from his pocket and tendered it to Scully; but the 
latter snapped his fingers in disdainful refusal. However, it 
happened that they both stood gazing in a strange fashion 
at three silver pieces on the Swede’s open palm. 

“T’ll not take your money,” said Scully at last. “Not after 
what’s been goin’ on here.”’ Then a plan seemed to strike 
him. “Here,” he cried, picking up his lamp and moving 
toward the door. “Here! Come with me a minute.” 

“No,” said the Swede, in overwhelming alarm. 

“Yes,” urged the old man. “Come on!I want you tocome 
and see a picter—just across the hall—in my room.” 

The Swede must have concluded that his hour was come. 
His jaw dropped and his teeth showed like a dead man’s. 
He ultimately followed Scully across the corridor, but he 
had the step of one hung in chains. 

Scully flashed the light high on the wall of his own cham- 
ber. There was revealed a ridiculous photograph of a little 
girl. She was leaning against a balustrade of gorgeous dec- 
oration, and the formidable bang to her hair was promi- 
nent. The figure was as graceful as an upright sled-stake, 
and, withal, it was of the hue of lead. “There,” said Scully, 
tenderly, “that’s the picter of my little girl that died. Her 
name was Carrie. She had the purtiest hair you ever saw! 
I was that fond of her, she Ms 

Turning then, he saw that the Swede was not contem- 
plating the picture at all, but, instead, was keeping keen 
watch on the gloom in the rear. 

“Look, man!’ cried Scully, heartily. ““That’s the picter 
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of my little gal that died. Her name was Carrie. And then 
here’s the picter of my oldest boy, Michael. He’s a lawyer 
in Lincoln, an’ doin’ well. I gave that boy a grand eddica- 
tion, and I’m glad for it now. He’s a fine boy. Look at ’im 
now. Ain’t he bold as blazes, him there in Lincoln, an hon- 
oured an’ respicted gintleman! An honoured and respicted 
gintleman,” concluded Scully with a flourish. And, so say-— 
ing, he smote the Swede jovially on the back. 

The Swede faintly smiled. 

“Now,” said the old man, “there’s only one more thing.” 
He dropped suddenly to the floor and thrust his head be- 
neath the bed. The Swede could hear his muffled voice. “I’d 
keep it under me piller if it wasn’t for that boy Johnnie. 
Then there’s the old woman Where is it now? I never 
put it twice in the same place. Ah, now come out with you!” 

Presently he backed clumsily from under the bed, drag- 
ging with him an old coat rolled into a bundle. “T’ve fetched 
him,” he muttered. Kneeling on the floor, he unrolled the 
coat and extracted from its heart a large yellow-brown 
whisky-bottle. 

His first manceuvre was to hold the bottle up to the light. 
Reassured, apparently, that nobody had been tampering 
with it, he thrust it with a generous movement toward the 
Swede. 

The weak-kneed Swede was about to eagerly clutch this 
element of strength, but he suddenly jerked his hand away 
and cast a look of horror upon Scully. 

“Drink,” said the old man affectionately. He had risen 
to his feet, and now stood facing the Swede. 

There was a silence. Then again Scully said: “Drink!” 
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The Swede laughed wildly. He grabbed the bottle, put it 
to his mouth; and as his lips curled absurdly around the 
opening and his throat worked, he kept his glance, burn- 
ing with hatred, upon the old man’s face. 


IV 


Arter the departure of Scully the three men, with the card- 
board still upon their knees, preserved for a long time an 
astounded silence. Then Johnnie said: “That’s the dod- 
dangedest Swede I ever see.” 

“He ain’t no Swede,” said the cowboy, scornfully. 

“Well, what is he then?” cried Johnnie. “What is he 
then?” 

“It’s my opinion,” replied the cowboy deliberately, “he’s 
some kind of a Dutchman.” It was a venerable custom of 
the country to entitle as Swedes all light-haired men who 
spoke with a heavy tongue. In consequence the idea of the 
cowboy was not without its daring. “Yes, sir,” he repeated. 
“Tt’s my opinion this feller is some kind of a Dutchman.” 

“Well, he says he’s a Swede, anyhow,” muttered John- 
nie, sulkily. He turned to the Easterner: ‘ What do you 
think, Mr. Blanc?” 

“Oh, I don’t know,” replied the Easterner. 

“Well, what do you think makes him act that way?” 
asked the cowboy. 

“Why, he’s frightened.” The Easterner knocked his pipe 
against a rim of the stove. “He’s clear frightened out of 
his boots.” 

“What at?” cried Johnnie and the cowboy together. 
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The Easterner reflected over his answer. 

“What at?” cried the others again. 

“Oh, I don’t know, but it seems to me this man has been 
reading dime novels, and he thinks he’s right out in the 
middle of it—the shootin’ and stabbin’ and all.” 

“But,” said the cowboy, deeply scandalized, “this ain’t 
Wyoming, ner none of them places. This is Nebrasker.”’ 

“Yes,” added Johnnie, “an’ why don’t he wait till he gits 
out West?” 

The travelled Easterner laughed. “It isn’t different there 
even—not in these days. But he thinks he’s right in the 
middle of hell.” 

Johnnie and the cowboy mused long. 

“It’s awful funny,” remarked Johnnie at last. 

“Yes,” said the cowboy. “This is a queer game. I hope 
we don’t git snowed in, because then we’d have to stand this 
here man bein’ around with us all the time. That wouldn’t be 
no good.” 

“I wish pop would throw him out,” said Johnnie. 

Presently they heard a loud stamping on the stairs, ac- 
companied by ringing jokes in the voice of old Scully, and 
laughter, evidently from the Swede. The men around the 
stove stared vacantly at each other. “Gosh!” said the cow- 
boy. The door flew open, and old Scully, flushed and anec- 
dotal, came into the room. He was jabbering at the Swede, 
who followed him, laughing bravely. It was the entry of 
two roisterers from a banquet hall. 

“Come now,” said Scully sharply to the three seated men, 
“move up and give us a chance at the stove.’”’ The cowboy 
and the Easterner obediently sidled their chairs to make 
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room for the new-comers. Johnnie, however, simply ar- 
ranged himself in a more indolent attitude, and then re- 
mained motionless. 

“Come! Git over, there,” said Scully. 

“Plenty of room on the other side of the stove,’ 
Johnnie. 

“Do you think we want to sit in the draught?” roared 
the father. 

But the Swede here interposed with a grandeur of con- 
fidence. ““No, no. Let the boy sit where he likes,” he cried in 
a bullying voice to the father. 

“All right! All right!” said Scully, deferentially. The cow- 
boy and the Easterner exchanged glances of wonder. 

The five chairs were formed in a crescent about one side 
of the stove. The Swede began to talk; he talked arrogantly, 
profanely, angrily. Johnnie, the cowboy, and the Easterner 
maintained a morose silence, while old Scully appeared to 
be receptive and eager, breaking in constantly with sym- 
pathetic ejaculations. 

Finally the Swede announced that he was thirsty. Hemoved 
in his chair, and said that he would go for a drink of water. 

“T’ll git it for you,” cried Scully at once. 

“No,” said the Swede, contemptuously. “T’ll get it for 
myself.” He arose and stalked with the air of an owner off 
into the executive parts of the hotel. 

As soon as the Swede was out of hearing Scully sprang to 
his feet and whispered intensely to the others: “Upstairs he 
thought I was tryin’ to poison ’im.” 

“Say,” said Johnnie, “this makes me sick. Why don’t you 
throw ’im out in the snow?” 
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“Why, he’s all right now,” declared Scully. “It was only 
that he was from the East, and he thought this was a tough 
place. That’s all. He’s all right now.” 

The cowboy looked with admiration upon the Easterner. 
“You were straight,” he said. “You were on to that there 
Dutchman.” 

“Well,” said Johnnie to his father, “he may be all right 
now, but I don’t see it. Other time he was scared, but now 
he’s too fresh.” 

Scully’s speech was always a combination of Irish brogue 
and idiom, Western twang and idiom, and scraps of curi- 
ously formal diction taken from the story-books and news- 
papers. He now hurled a strange mass of language at the 
head of his son. “What do I keep? What do I keep? What 
do I keep?” he demanded, in a voice of thunder. He slapped 
his knee impressively, to indicate that he himself was going 
to make reply, and that all should heed. “I keep a hotel,” 
he shouted. “A hotel, do you mind? A guest under my roof 
has sacred privileges. He is to be intimidated by none. Not 
one word shall he hear that would prijudice him in favour 
of goin’ away. I’ll not have it. There’s no place in this here 
town where they can say they iver took in a guest of mine 
because he was afraid to stay here.” He wheeled suddenly 
upon the cowboy and the Easterner. “Am I right?” 

“Yes, Mr.Scully,” said the cowboy, “I think you’reright.”” 

“Yes, Mr. Scully,” said the Easterner, “I think you’re 
right.” 
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Vv 


AT SIX-0’CLOCK SUPPER, the Swede fizzed like a fire-wheel. 
He sometimes seemed on the point of bursting into riotous 
song, and in all his madness he was encouraged by old Scully. 
The Easterner was encased in reserve; the cowboy sat in 
wide-mouthed amazement, forgetting to eat, while Johnnie 
wrathily demolished great plates of food. The daughters of 
the house, when they were obliged to replenish the biscuits, 
approached as warily as Indians, and, having succeeded in 
their purpose, fled with ill-concealed trepidation. The Swede 
domineered the whole feast, and he gave it the appearance 
of a cruel bacchanal. He seemed to have grown suddenly 
taller; he gazed, brutally disdainful, into every face. His 
voice rang through the room. Once when he jabbed out har- 
poon-fashion with his fork to pinion a biscuit, the weapon 
nearly impaled the hand of the Easterner, which had been 
stretched quietly out for the same biscuit. 

After supper, as the men filed toward the other room, 
the Swede smote Scully ruthlessly on the shoulder. “Well, 
old boy, that was a good, squaremeal.” Johnnie looked hope- 
fully at his father; he knew that shoulder was tender from 
an old fall; and, indeed, it appeared for a moment as if 
Scully was going to flame out over the matter, but in the 
end he smiled a sickly smile and remained silent. The others 
understood from his manner that he was admitting his re- 
sponsibility for the Swede’s new view-point. 

Johnnie, however, addressed his parent in an aside. “Why 
don’t you license somebody to kick you downstairs?” Scully 
scowled darkly by way of reply. 
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When they were gathered about the stove, the Swede in- 
sisted on another game of High-Five. Scully gently depre- 
cated the plan at first, but the Swede turned a wolfish glare 
upon him. The old man subsided, and the Swede canvassed 
the others. In his tone there was always a great threat. The 
cowboy and the Easterner both remarked indifferently that 
they would play. Scully said that he would presently have 
to go to meet the 6.58 train, and so the Swede turned men- 
acingly upon Johnnie. For a moment their glances crossed 
like blades, and then Johnnie smiled and said, “Yes, I’ll 
play.” 

They formed a square, with the little board on their knees. 
The Easterner and the Swede were again partners. As the 
play went on, it was noticeable that the cowboy was not 
board-whacking as usual. Meanwhile, Scully, near thelamp, 
had put on his spectacles and, with an appearance curiously 
like an old priest, was reading a newspaper. In time he went 
out to meet the 6.58 train, and, despite his precautions, a 
gust of polar wind whirled into the room as he opened the 
door. Besides scattering the cards, it chilled the players to 
the marrow. The Swede cursed frightfully. When Scully re- 
turned, his entrance disturbed a cosy and friendly scene. 
The Swede again cursed. But presently they were once more 
intent, their heads bent forward and their hands moving 
swiftly. The Swede had adopted the fashion of board- 
whacking. 

Scully took up his paper and for a long time remained 
immersed in matters which were extraordinarily remote from 
him. The lamp burned badly, and once he stopped to ad- 
just the wick. The newspaper, as he turned from page to 
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page, rustled with a slow and comfortable sound. Then sud- 
denly he heard three terrible words: “You are cheatin’!” 
Such scenes often prove that there can be little of dra- 
maticimportin environment. Any room can present a tragic 
front; any room can be comic. This little dén was now hid- 
eous as a torture-chamber. The new faces of the men them- 
selves had changed it upon the instant. The Swede held a 
huge fist in front of Johnnie’s face, while the latter looked 
steadily over it into the blazing orbs of his accuser. The 
Easterner had grown pallid; the cowboy’s jaw had dropped 
in that expression of bovine amazement which was one of 
his important mannerisms. After the three words, the first 
sound in the room was made by Scully’s paper as it floated 
forgotten to his feet. His spectacles had also fallen from his 
nose, but by a clutch he had saved them in air. His hand, 
grasping the spectacles, now remained poised awkwardly 
and near his shoulder. He stared at the card-players. 
Probably the silence was while a second elapsed. Then, if 
the floor had been suddenly twitched out from under the 
men they could not have moved quicker. The five had pro- 
jected themselves headlong toward a common point. It hap- 
pened that Johnnie, in rising to hurl himself upon the Swede, 
had stumbled slightly because of his curiously instinctive 
care for the cards and the board. The loss of the moment 
allowed time for the arrival of Scully, and also allowed the 
cowboy time to give the Swede a great push whichsent him 
staggering back. The men found tongue together, and hoarse 
shouts of rage, appeal, or fear burst from every throat. The 
cowboy pushed and jostled feverishly at the Swede, and the 
Easterner and Scully clung wildly to Johnnie; but through 
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the smoky air, above the swaying bodies of the peace-com- 
pellers, the eyes of the two warriors ever sought each other 
in glances of challenge that were at once hot and steely. 

Of course the board had been overturned, and now the 
whole company of cards was scattered over the floor, where 
the boots of the men trampled the fat and painted kings 
and queens as they gazed with their silly eyes at the war 
that was waging above them. 

Scully’s voice was dominating the yells. “Stop now! Stop, 
I say! Stop, now s 

Johnnie, as he struggled to burst through the rank formed 
by Scully and the Easterner, was crying, “Well, he says I 
cheated! He says I cheated! I won’t allow no man to say I 
cheated! If he says I cheated, he’s a Ve 

The cowboy was telling the Swede, “Quit, now! Quit, 
d’ye hear mS 

The screams of the Swede never ceased: ‘“‘He did cheat! 
I saw him! I saw him i 

As for the Easterner, he was importuning in a voice that 
was not heeded: “Wait a moment, can’t you? Oh, wait a 
moment. What’s the good of a fight over a game of cards? 
Wait a moment i 

In this tumult no complete sentences were clear. “Cheat” 
—‘“Quit”—“He says’’—these fragments pierced the uproar 
and rang out sharply. Itwasremarkable that, whereasScully 
undoubtedly made the most noise, he was the least heard 
of any of the riotous band. 

Then suddenly there was a great cessation. It was as if 
each man had paused for breath; and although the room 
was still lighted with the anger of men, it could be seen that 
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there was no danger of immediate conflict, and at once John- 
nie, shouldering his way forward, almost succeeded in con- 
fronting the Swede. “What did you say I cheated for? What 
did you say I cheated for? I don’t cheat, aoe I won’t let no 
man say I do!” 

The Swede said, “I saw you! I saw you!” 

“Well,” cried Johnnie, “Tl fight any man what says I 
cheat!” 

“No, you won’t,” said the cowboy. “Not here.” 

“Ah, bestill, can’t you?”’said Scully, coming between them. 

The quiet was sufficient to allow the Easterner’s voice to 
be heard. He was repeating, “Oh, wait a moment, can’t 
you? What’s the good of a fight over a game of cards? Wait 
? 

Johnnie, his red face appearing above his father’s shoul- 
der, hailed the Swede again. “Did you say I cheated?” 

The Swede showed his teeth. “Yes.” 

“Then,” said Johnnie, “we must fight.” 

“Yes, fight,” roared the Swede. He was like a demoniac. 
“Yes, fight! Pll show you what kind of a man I am! Ill 
show you who you want to fight! Maybe you think I can’t 
fight! Maybe you think I can’t! I'll show you, you skin, you 
card-sharp! Yes, you cheated! You cheated! You cheated!” 

“Well, let’s go at it, then, mister,” said Johnnie, coolly. 

The cowboy’s brow was beaded with sweat from hisefforts 
in intercepting all sorts of raids. He turned in despair to 
Scully. “What are you goin’ to do now?” 

A change had come over the Celtic visage of the old man. 
He now seemed all eagerness; his eyes glowed. 

“We'll let them fight,” he answered, stalwartly. “I can’t 
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put up with it any longer. I’ve stood this damned Swede till 
I’m sick. We'll let them fight.” 


VI 


THE MEN prepared to go out of doors. The Easterner was so 
nervous that he had great difficulty in getting his arms in- 
to the sleeves of his new leather coat. As the cowboy drew his 
fur cap down over hisearshis hands trembled. In fact, John- 
nie and old Scully were the only ones who displayed no agi- 
tation. These preliminaries were conducted without words. 

Scully threw open the door. ‘Well, come on,” he said. 
Instantly a terrific wind caused the flame of the lamp to 
struggle at its wick, while a puff of black smokesprang from 
the chimney-top. The stove was in mid-current of the blast, 
and its voice swelled to equal the roar of the storm. Some 
of the scarred and bedabbled cards were caught up from 
the floor and dashed helplessly against the farther wall. The 
men lowered their heads and plunged into the tempest as 
into a sea. 

No snow was falling, but great whirls and clouds of flakes, 
swept up from the ground by the frantic winds, were stream- 
ing southward with the speed of bullets. The covered land 
was blue with the sheen of an unearthly satin, and there 
was no other hue save where, at the low, black railway sta- 
tion—which seemed incredibly distant—one light gleamed 
like a tiny jewel. As the men floundered into a thigh-deep 
drift, it was known that the Swede was bawling out some- 
thing. Scully went to him, put a hand on his shoulder, and 
projected an ear. ““What’s that you say?” he shouted. 
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“I say,” bawled the Swede again, “I won’t stand much 
show against this gang. I know you’ll all pitch on me.” 

Scully smote him reproachfully on the arm. “Tut, man!” 
he yelled. The wind tore the words from Scully’s lips and 
scattered them far alee. 

“You are all a gang of —_” boomed the Swede, but the 
storm also seized the remainder of this sentence. 

Immediately turning their backs upon the wind, the men 
had swung around a corner to the sheltered side of the hotel. 
It was the function of the little house to preserve here, amid 
this great devastation of snow, an irregular V-shape of heav- 
ily encrusted grass, which crackled beneath the feet. One 
could imagine the great drifts piled against the windward 
side. When the party reached the comparative peace of this 
spot it was found that the Swede was still bellowing. 

“Oh, I know what kind of a thing this is! I know you'll 
all pitch on me. I can’t lick you all!” 

Scully turned upon him panther-fashion. “You'll nothave 
to whip all of us. You’ll have to whip my son Johnnie. An’ 
the man what troubles you durin’ that time will have me to 
dale with.” 

The arrangements were swiftly made. The twomen faced 
each other, obedient to the harsh commandsof Scully, whose 
face, in the subtly luminous gloom, could be seen set in the 
austere impersonal lines that are pictured on the counte- 
nances of the Roman veterans. The Easterner’s teeth were 
chattering, and he was hopping up and down like a me- 
chanical toy. The cowboy stood rock-like. 

The contestants had not stripped off any clothing. Each 
was in his ordinary attire. Their fists were up, and they 
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eyed each other in a calm that had the elements of leonine 
cruelty in it. 

During this pause, the Easterner’s mind, like a film, took 
lasting impressions of three men—the iron-nerved master 
of the ceremony; the Swede, pale, motionless, terrible; and 
Johnnie, serene yet ferocious, brutish yet heroic. The entire 
prelude had in it a tragedy greater than the tragedy of ac- 
tion, and this aspect was accentuated by the long, mellow 
cry of the blizzard, as it sped the tumbling and wailing flakes 
into the black abyss of the south. 

“Now!” said Scully. 

The two combatants leaped forward and crashed together 
like bullocks. There washeard the cushioned sound of blows,and 
of a curse squeezing out from between the tight teeth of one. 

As for the spectators, the Easterner’s pent-up breath ex- 
ploded from him with a pop of relief, absolute relief from 
the tension of the preliminaries. The cowboy bounded into 
the air with a yowl. Scully was immovable as from supreme 
amazement and fear at the fury of the fight which he him- 
self had permitted and arranged. 

For a time the encounter in the darkness was such a per- 
plexity of flying arms that it presented no more detail than 
would a swiftly revolving wheel. Occasionally a face, as if 
illumined by a flash of light, would shine out, ghastly and 
marked with pink spots. A moment later, the men might 
have been known as shadows, if it were not for the involun- 
tary utterance of oaths that came from them in whispers. 

Suddenly a holocaust of warlike desire caught the cow- 
boy, and he bolted forward with the speed of a broncho, 
“Go it, Johnnie! go it! Kill him! Kill him!” 
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Scully confronted him. ‘“‘Kape back,” he said; and by his 
glance the cowboy could tell that this man was Johnnie’s 
father. 

To the Easterner there was a monotony of unchangeable 
fighting that was an abomination. This confused mingling 
was eternal to his sense, which was concentrated in a long- 
ing for the end, the priceless end. Once the fighters lurched 
near him, and as he scrambled hastily backward he heard 
them breathe like men on the rack. 

“Kill him, Johnnie! Kill him! Kill him! Kill him!” The 
cowboy’s face was contorted like one of those agony masks 
in museums. 

“Keep still,” said Scully, icily. 

Then there was a sudden loud grunt, incomplete, cut 
short, and Johnnie’s body swung away from the Swede and 
fell with sickening heaviness to the grass. The cowboy was 
barely in time to prevent the mad Swede from flinging him- 
self upon his prone adversary. “No, you don’t,” said the 
cowboy, interposing an arm. “Wait a second.” 

Scully was at his son’s side. “Johnnie! Johnnie, me boy!” 
His voice had a quality of melancholy tenderness. “John- 
nie! Can you go on with it?” He looked anxiously down 
into the bloody, pulpy face of his son. 

There was a moment of silence, and then Johnnie an- 
swered in his ordinary voice, “Yes, I—it—yes.”’ 

Assisted by his father he struggled to his feet. “Wait a 
bit now till you git your wind,” said the old man. 

A few paces away the cowboy was lecturing the Swede. 
““No, you don’t! Wait a second!” 

The Easterner was plucking at Scully’s sleeve. “Oh, this 
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is enough,” he pleaded. “This is enough! Let it go as it 
stands. This is enough!” 

“Bill,” said Scully, “git out of the road.” The cowboy 
stepped aside. “Now.” The combatants were actuated by a 
new caution as they advanced toward collision. They glared 
at each other, and then the Swede aimed a lightning blow 
that carried with it his entire weight. Johnnie wasevidently 
half stupid from weakness, but he miraculously dodged, 
and his fist sent the over-balanced Swede sprawling. 

The cowboy, Scully, and the Easterner burst into a cheer 
that was like a chorus of triumphant soldiery, but before 
its conclusion the Swede had scuffled agilely to his feet and 
come in berserk abandon at his foe. There was another per- 
plexity of flying arms, and Johnnie’s body againswung away 
and fell, even as a bundle might fall from a roof. The Swede 
instantly staggered to a little wind-waved tree and leaned 
upon it, breathing like an engine, while his savage and flame- 
lit eyes roamed from face to face as the men bent over John- 
nie. There was a splendour of isolation in his situation at 
this time which the Easterner felt once when, lifting his 
eyes from the man on the ground, he beheld that myste- 
rious and lonely figure, waiting. 

“Are you any good yet, Johnnie?” asked Scully in a 
broken voice. 

The son gasped and opened his eyes languidly. After a 
moment he answered, “No—I ain’t—any good—any— 
more.” Then, from shame and bodily ill, he began to weep, 
the tears furrowing down through the blood-stains on his 
face. ““He was too—too—too heavy for me.” 

Scully straightened and addressed the waiting figure. 
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“Stranger,” he said, evenly, “it’s all up with our side.” Then 
his voice changed into that vibrant huskiness which is com- 
monly the tone of the most simple and deadly announce- 
ments. “Johnnie is whipped.” 

Without replying, the victor moved off on the route to 
the front door of the hotel. 

The cowboy was formulating new and unspellable blas- 
phemies. The Easterner was startled to find that they were 
out in a wind that seemed to come direct from the shadowed 
arctic floes. He heard again the wail of the snow as it was 
flung to its grave in the south. He knew now that all this 
time the cold had been sinking into him deeper and deeper, 
and he wondered that he had not perished. He felt indiffer- 
ent to the condition of the vanquished man. 

“Johnnie, can you walk?” asked Scully. 

“Did I hurt—hurt him any?” asked the son. 

“Can you walk, boy? Can you walk?” 

Johnnie’s voice was suddenly strong. There was a robust 
impatience in it. “I asked you whether I hurt him any!” 

“Yes, yes, Johnnie,” answered the cowboy, consolingly; 
“he’s hurt a good deal.” 

They raised him from the ground, and as soon as he was 
on his feet he went tottering off, rebuffing all attempts at 
assistance. When the party rounded the corner they were 
fairly blinded by the pelting of the snow. It burned their 
faces like fire. The cowboy carried Johnnie through the 
drift to the door. As they entered, some cards again rose 
from the floor and beat against the wall. 

The Easterner rushed to the stove. He was so profoundly 
chilled that he almost dared to embrace the glowing iron. 
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The Swede was not in the room. Johnnie sank into a chair 
and, folding his arms on his knees, buried his face in them. 
Scully, warming one foot and then the other at a rim of the 
stove, muttered to himself with Celtic mournfulness. The 
cowboy had removed his fur cap, and with a dazed and rue- 
ful air he was running one hand through his tousled locks. 
From overhead they could hear the creaking of boards, as 
the Swede tramped here and there in his room. 

The sad quiet was broken by the sudden flinging open of 
a door that led toward the kitchen. It was instantly fol- 
lowed by an inrush of women. They precipitated them- 
selves upon Johnnie amid a chorus of lamentation. Before 
they carried their prey off to the kitchen, there to be bathed 
and harangued with that mixture of sympathy and abuse 
which is a feat of their sex, the mother straightened herself 
and fixed old Scully with an eye of stern reproach. “Shame 
be upon you, Patrick Scully!” she cried. “Your own son, 
too. Shame be upon you!” 

“There, now! Be quiet, now!” said the old man, weakly. 

“Shame be upon you, Patrick Scully!” The girls, rallying 
to this slogan, sniffed disdainfully in the direction of those 
trembling accomplices, the cowboy and the Easterner. Pres- 
ently they bore Johnnie away, and left the three men to 
dismal reflection. 


Vil 


“T’p LiKE to fight this here Dutchman myself,” said the cow- 
boy, breaking a long silence. 

Scully wagged his head sadly. ““No, that wouldn’t do. It 
wouldn’t be right. It wouldn’t be right.” 
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“Well, why wouldn’t it?” argued the cowboy. “I don’t see 
no harm in it.” 

“No,” answered Scully, with mournfulheroism. “Itwould- 
n’t be right. It was Johnnie’s fight, and now we mustn’t 
whip the man just because he whipped Johnnie.” 

“Yes, that’s true enough,” said the cowboy; “but—he 
better not get fresh with me, because I couldn’t stand no 
more of it.” 

“You'll not say a word to him,”’ commanded Scully, and 
even then they heard the tread of the Swede on the stairs. 
His entrance was made theatric. He swept the door back 
with a bang and swaggered to the middle of the room. No 
one looked at him. “Well,” he cried, insolently, at Scully, 
“T s’pose you'll tell me now how much I owe you?” 

Theoldman remained stolid. “Youdon’towemenothin’.” 

“Huh!” said the Swede, “huh! Don’t owe im nothin’.” 

The cowboy addressed the Swede. “Stranger, I don’t see 
how you come to be so gay around here.” 

Old Scully was instantly alert. “Stop!” he shouted, hold- 
ing his hand forth, fingers upward. “Bill, you shut up!” 

The cowboy spat carelessly into the sawdust-box. “I didn’t 
say a word, did I?” he asked. 

. “Mr. Scully,” called the Swede, “how much do I owe 
you?” It was seen that he was attired for departure, and 
that he had his valise in his hand. 

“You don’t owe me nothin’,” repeated Scully in thesame 
imperturbable way. 

“Huh!” said the Swede. “I guess you’re right. I guess if 
it was any way at all, you’d owe me somethin’. That’s what 
I guess.” He turned to the cowboy. “‘Kill him! Kill him! 
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Kill him!” he mimicked, and then guffawed victoriously. 
“Kill him?” He was convulsed with ironical humour. 

But he might have been jeering the dead. The three men 
were immovable and silent, staring with glassy eyes at the 
stove. 

The Swede opened the door and passed into the storm, 
giving one derisive glance backward at the still group. 

As soon as the door was closed, Scully and the cowboy 
leaped to their feet and began to curse. They trampled to 
and fro, waving their arms and smashing into the air with 
their fists. “Oh, but that wasa hard minute!” wailed Scully. 
“That was a hard minute! Him there leerin’ and scoffin’! 
One bang at his nose was worth forty dollars to me that 
minute! How did you stand it, Bill?” 

“How did I stand it?” cried the cowboy in a quivering 
voice. ‘How did I stand it? Oh!” 

The old man burst into sudden brogue. “I'd loike to take 
that Swade,” he wailed, ‘‘and hould ’im down on a shtone 
flure and bate ’im to a jelly wid a shtick!” 

The cowboy groaned in sympathy. “I'd like to git him 
by the neck and ha-ammer him”’—he brought hishanddown 
on a chair with a noise like a pistol-shot—‘hammer that 
there Dutchman until he couldn’t tell himself from a dead 
coyote!” 

“T’d bate ’im until he—” 

“T’d show him some things 

And then together they raised a yearning, fanatic cry— 
““Oh-o-oh! if we only could——” 

eresi 

parest? 
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“And then I’d——”’ 
“O-o-oh!”’ 


Vill 


Tue Swebe, tightly gripping his valise, tacked across the 
face of the storm as if he carried sails. He was following 
a line of little naked, gasping trees which, he knew, must 
mark the way of the road. His face, fresh from the pound- 
ing of Johnnie’s fists, felt more pleasure than pain in the 
wind and the driving snow. A number of square shapes 
loomed upon him finally, and he knew them as the houses 
of the main body of the town. He found a street and made 
travel along it, leaning heavily upon the wind whenever, at 
a corner, a terrific blast caught him. 

He might have been in a deserted village. We picture the 
world as thick with conquering and elate humanity, but 
here, with the bugles of the tempest pealing, it was hard to 
imagine a peopled earth. One viewed the existence of man 
then as a marvel, and conceded a glamour of wonder to 
these lice which were caused to cling to a whirling, fire- 
smitten, ice-locked, disease-stricken, space-lost bulb. The 
conceit of man was explained by this storm to be the very 
engine of life. One was a coxcomb not to die in it. However, 
the Swede found a saloon. 

In front of it an indomitable red light was burning, and 
the snowflakes were made blood-colour as they flew through 
the circumscribed territory of the lamp’s shining. The Swede 
pushed open the door of the saloon and entered. A sanded 
expanse was before him, and at the end of it four men sat 


€ 124 } 


eA» THE BLUE HOTEL >> 


about a table drinking. Down one side of the room extended 
a radiant bar, and its guardian was leaning upon his elbows 
listening to the talk of the men at the table. The Swede 
dropped his valise upon the floor and, smiling fraternally 
upon the barkeeper, said, “Gimme some whisky, will you?” 
The man placed a bottle,a whisky-glass, and a glass of ice- 
thick water upon the bar. The Swede poured himself an ab- 
normal portion of whisky and drankitin threegulps. “Pretty 
bad night,” remarked the bartender, indifferently. He was 
making the pretension of blindness which is usually a dis- 
tinction of his class; but it could have been seen that he 
was furtively studying the half-erased blood-stains on the 
face of the Swede. “Bad night,” he said again. 

“Oh, it’s good enough for me,” replied the Swede, hardily, 
as he poured himself some more whisky. The barkeeper took 
his coin and manceuvred it through its reception by the 
highly nickelled cash-machine. A bell rang; a card labelled 
“20 cts.” had appeared. 

“No,” continued the Swede, “this isn’t too bad weather. 
It’s good enough for me.” 

“So?” murmured the barkeeper, languidly. 

The copious drams made the Swede’s eyes swim, and he 
breathed a trifle heavier. ““Yes, I like this weather. I like it. 
It suits me.” It was apparently his design to impart a deep 
significance to these words. 

“So?” murmured the bartender again. He turned to gaze 
dreamily at the scroll-like birds and bird-like scrolls which 
had been drawn with soapupon the mirrors in back of the bar. 

“Well, I guess I'll take another drink,” said the Swede, 
presently. “Have something?” 
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“No, thanks; I’m not drinkin’,” answered the bartender. 
Afterward he asked, “How did you hurt your face?” 

The Swede immediately began to boast loudly. “Why, in 
a fight. I thumped the soul out of a man down here at 
Scully’s hotel.” 

The interest of the four men at the table was at last 
aroused. 

“Who was it?” said one. 

“Johnnie Scully,” blustered the Swede. “Son of the man 
what runs it. He will be pretty near dead for some weeks, I 
can tell you. I made a nice thing of him, I did. He couldn’t 
get up. They carried him in the house. Have a drink?” 

Instantly the men insome subtle way encased themselves 
in reserve. “No, thanks,” said one. The group was of curi- 
ous formation. Two were prominent local business men; one 
was the district attorney; and one was a professional gam- 
bler of the kind known as “‘square.” But a scrutiny of the 
group would not have enabled an observer to pick the gam- 
bler from the men of more reputable pursuits. He was, in 
fact, a man so delicate in manner, when among people of 
fair class, and so judicious in his choice of victims, that in 
the strictly masculine part of the town’s life he had come to 
be explicitly trusted and admired. People called him a thor- 
oughbred. The fear and contempt with which his craft was 
regarded were undoubtedly the reason why his quiet dig- 
nity shone conspicuous above the quiet dignity of men who 
might be merely hatters, billiard-markers, or grocery clerks. 
Beyond an occasional unwary traveller who came by rail, 
this gambler was supposed to prey solely upon reckless and 
senile farmers, who, when flush with good crops, drove into 
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town in all the pride and confidence of an absolutely invul- 
nerable stupidity. Hearing at times in circuitous fashion of 
the despoilment of such a farmer, the important men of 
Romper invariably laughed in contempt of the victim, and 
if they thought of the wolf at all, it was with a kind of pride 
at the knowledge that he would never dare think of attack- 
ing their wisdom and courage. Besides, it was popular that 
this gambler had a real wife and two real children in a neat 
cottage in a suburb, where he led an exemplary home life; 
and when any one even suggested a discrepancy in his char- 
acter, the crowd immediately vociferated descriptions of 
this virtuous family circle. Then men who led exemplary 
home lives, and men who did not lead exemplary home lives, 
all subsided in a bunch, remarking that there was nothing 
more to be said. 

However, when a restriction was placed upon him—as, 
for instance, when a strong clique of members of the new 
Pollywog Club refused to permit him, even as a spectator, 
to appear in the rooms of the organization—the candour 
and gentleness with which he accepted the judgment dis- 
armed many of his foes and made his friends more desper- 
ately partisan. He invariably distinguished between himself 
and a respectable Romper man so quickly and frankly that 
his manner actually appeared to be a continual broadcast 
compliment. 

And one must not forget to declare the fundamental fact 
of his entire position in Romper. It is irrefutable that in all 
affairs outside his business, in all matters that occur eter- 
nally and commonly between man and man, this thieving 
card-player was so generous, so just, so moral, that, in a 


€ 127 } 


eAs MAFOR CONFLICTS 2 


contest, he could have put to flight the consciences of nine 
tenths of the citizens of Romper. 

And so it happened that he was seated in this saloon with 
the two prominent local merchants and the district attorney. 

The Swede continued to drink raw whisky, meanwhile 
babbling at the barkeeper and trying to induce him to in- 
dulge in potations. “Come on. Have a drink. Come on. What 
—no? Well, have a little one, then. By gawd, I’ve whipped 
a man to-night, and I want to celebrate. I whipped him 
good, too. Gentlemen,” the Swede cried to the men at the 
table, “have a drink?” 

“Ssh!” said the barkeeper. 

The group at the table, although furtively attentive, had 
been pretending to be deep in talk, but now a man lifted 
his eyes toward the Swede and said, shortly, “Thanks. We 
don’t want any more.” 

At this reply the Swede ruffled out his chest like a rooster. 
“Well,’she exploded, “it seems I can’t get anybody to drink 
with me in this town. Seems so, don’t it? Well!” 

“Ssh!” said the barkeeper. 

“Say,” snarled the Swede, “don’t you try to shut me up. 
I won’thave it. I’ma gentleman, and I want people to drink 
with me. And I want ’em to drink with me now. Now—do 
you understand?” He rapped the bar with his knuckles. 

Years of experience had calloused thebartender. Hemerely 
grew sulky. “I hear you,” he answered. 

“Well,” cried the Swede, “‘listen hard then. See those men 
over there? Well, they’re going to drink with me, and don’t 
you forget it. Now you watch.” 

“Hi!” yelled the barkeeper, “this won’t do!’ 
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“Why won’t it?’ demanded the Swede. He stalked over 
to the table, and by chance laid his hand upon the shoulder 
of the gambler. “How about this?” he asked wrathfully. “I 
asked you to drink with me.’ 

The gambler simply twisted his head and spoke over his 
shoulder. “My friend, I don’t know you.” 

“Oh, hell!’ answered the Swede, “come and have a 
drink.” 

“Now, my boy,” advised the gambler, kindly, “take your 
hand off my shoulder and go’way and mind your own busi- 
ness.’ He was a little, slim man, and it seemed strange to 
hear him use this tone of heroic patronage to the burly 
Swede. The other men at the table said nothing. 

“What! You won’t drink with me, you little dude? I’ll 
make you, then! I'll make you!” The Swede had grasped the 
gambler frenziedly at the throat, and was dragging him from 
his chair. The other men sprang up. The barkeeper dashed 
around the corner of his bar. There was a great tumult, and 
then was seen a long blade in the hand of the gambler. It 
shot forward, and a human body, this citadel of virtue, wis- 
dom, power, was pierced as easily as if it had been a melon. 
The Swede fell with a cry of supreme astonishment. 

The prominent merchants and the district attorney must 
have at once tumbled out of the place backward. The bar- 
tender found himself hanging limply to the arm of a chair 
and gazing into the eyes of a murderer. 

“Henry,” said the latter, as he wiped his knife on one of 
the towels that hung beneath the bar rail, “‘you tell ’em 
where to find me. I’ll be home, waiting for ’em.” Then he 
vanished. A moment afterward the barkeeper was in the 
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street dinning through the storm for help and, moreover, 
companionship. 

The corpse of the Swede, alone in the saloon, had its eyes 
fixed upon a dreadful legend that dwelt atop of the cash- 
machine: “This registers the amount of your purchase.” 


IX 


Monrus LaTER, the cowboy was frying pork over the stoveof 
a little ranch near the Dakota line, when there was a quick 
thud of hoofs outside, and presently the Easterner entered 
with the letters and the papers. 

“Well,” said the Easterner at once, “the chap that killed 
the Swede has got three years. Wasn’t much, was it?” 

“He has? Three years?” The cowboy poised his pan of 
pork, while he ruminated upon the news. “Three years. 
That ain’t much.” 

“No. It was a light sentence,” replied the Easterner as he 
unbuckled his spurs. “Seems there was a good deal of sym- 
pathy for him in Romper.” 

“Tf the bartender had been any good,”’ observed the cow- 
boy, thoughtfully, “he would have gone in and cracked that 
there Dutchman on the head with a bottle in the beginnin’ 
of it and stopped all this here murderin’.” 

“Yes, a thousand things might have happened,” said the 
Easterner, tartly. 

The cowboy returned his pan of pork to the fire, but his 
philosophy continued. “It’s funny, ain’t it? If he hadn’t 
said Johnnie was cheatin’ he’d be alive this minute. He was 
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an awful fool. Game played for fun, too. Not for money. I 
believe he was crazy.” 

“T feel sorry for that gambler,” said the Easterner. 

“Oh, so do I,” said the cowboy. “He don’t deserve none 
of it for killin’ who he did.” 

“The Swede might not have been killed if everything had 
been square.” 

“Might not have been killed?” exclaimed the cowboy. 
“Everythin’ square? Why, when he said that Johnnie was 
cheatin’ and acted like such a jackass? And then in the 
saloon he fairly walked up to git hurt?” With these argu- 
ments the cowboy browbeat the Easterner and reduced him 
to rage. 

“You’re a fool!” cried the Easterner, viciously. “You're a 
bigger jackass than the Swede by a million majority. Now 
let me tell you one thing. Let me tell you something. Listen! 
Johnnie was cheating!” 

““Johnnie,’”’ said the cowboy, blankly. There was a min- 
ute of silence, and then he said, robustly, “Why, no. The 
game was only for fun.” 

“Fun or not,” said the Easterner, “Johnnie was cheat- 
ing. I saw him. I know it. I saw him. And I refused to stand 
up and be a man. I let the Swede fight it out alone. And 
you—you were simply puffing around the place and want- 
ing to fight. And then old Scully himself! We are all in it! 
This poor gambler isn’t even a noun. He is kind of an ad- 
verb. Every sin is the result of a collaboration. We, five of 
us, have collaborated in the murder of this Swede. Usually 
there are from a dozen to forty women really involved in 
every murder, but in this case it seems to be only five men 
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—you, I, Johnnie, old Scully; and that fool of an unfortu- 
nate gambler came merely as a culmination, the apex of a 
human movement, and gets all the punishment.” 

The cowboy, injured and rebellious, cried out blindly into 
this fog of mysterious theory: ““Well, I didn’t do anythin’, 
did I?” 
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, that what strikes me most in the story of “Maggie” 
is that quality of fatal necessity which dominates Greek trag- 
edy. From the conditions it all had to be, and there were the 
conditions. I felt thisin Mr. Hardy’s“fude,” where the princi- 
ple seems to become conscious in the writer; but there is ap par- 
ently no consciousness of any such motive in the author of 
“Maggie.” Another effect is that of an ideal of artistic beauty 
which is as present in the working out of this poor girl’s squalid 
romance as in any classic fable. This will be foolishness, I 
know, to the many foolish people who cannot discriminate be- 
tween the material and the treatment in art, and think that 
beauty 1s inseparable from daintiness and prettiness, but I do 
not speak to them. I appeal rather to such as feel themselves 
akin with every kind of human creature, and find neither high 
nor low when it is a question of inevitable suffering, or of a 
soul struggling vainly with an inexorable fate. 

My rhetoric scarcely suggests the simple terms the author 
uses to produce the effect which I am trying to repeat again. 
They are simple, but always most graphic, especially when it 
comes to the personalities of the story; the girl herself, with her 
bewildered wish to be right and good, with her distorted per- 
spective, her clinging and generous affections, her hopeless en- 
vironments; the horrible old drunken mother, acyclone of violence 
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and volcano of vulgarity; the mean and selfish lover, dandy, 
rowdy, with his gross ideals and ambitions; her brother, an 
Ishmaelite from the cradle, who, with his warlike instincts 
beaten back into cunning, is what the Bhoy_of former times 
has become in our more strenuously policed days. He is, in- 
deed, a wonderful figure in a group which betrays no faltering 
in the artist’s hand. He, with his dull hates, his warped good 
will; his cowed ferocity, is almost as fine artistically as Maggie, 
but he could not have been so hard to do, for all the pathos of 
her fate is rendered without one maudlin touch. So is that of 
the simple-minded and devoted and tedious old woman who is 
George’s mother in the book of that name. This ts scarcely a 
study at all, while Maggie is really and fully so. It ts the study 
of a situation merely; a poor inadequate woman, of a common- 
place religiosity, whose son goes to the bad. The wonder of it is 
the courage which deals with persons so absolutely average, and 
the art which graces them with the beauty of the author's com- 
passion for everything that errs and suffers. Without this feel- 
ing the effects of his mastery would be impossible, and if it 
went further, or put itself into the pitying phrases, it would 
annul the effects. But it never does this; it is notable how in all 
respects the author keeps himself well in hand. He is quite 
honest with his reader. He never shows his characters or his 
situations in any sort of sentimental glamour; if you will be 
moved by the sadness of common fates, you will feel his inten- 
tion; but he does not flatter his portraits of people on conditions 
to take your fancy. 
W. D. Howe ts. 

1895 
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CRORE 

I 


A very little boy stood uponaheap of gravel for the hon- 
our of Rum Alley. He was throwing stones at howling urchins 
from Devil’s Row, who were circling madly about the heap 
and pelting him. His infantile countenance was livid with 
the fury of battle. His small body was writhing in the deliv- 
ery of oaths. 

“Run, Jimmie, run! Dey’ll git yehs 
ing Rum Alley child. 

“Naw,” responded Jimmie witha valiant roar, “dese mugs 
can’t make me run.” 

Howls of renewed wrath wentup from Devil’sRowthroats. 
Tattered gamins on the right made a furious assault on the 
gravel-heap. On their small convulsed faces shone the grins 
of true assassins. As they charged, they threw stones and 
cursed in shrill chorus. 

The little champion of Rum Alley stumbled precipitately 
down the other side. His coat had been torn to shreds in a 
scuffle, and his hat was gone. He had bruises on twenty 
parts of his body, and blood was dripping from a cut in his 
head. His wan features looked like those of a tiny insane 
demon. On the ground, children from Devil’s Row closed in 
on their antagonist. He crooked his left arm defensively 
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screamed a retreat- 
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about his head and fought with madness. The little boys 
ran toand fro, dodging, hurling stones, and swearing in bar- 
baric trebles. 

From a window of an apartment-house that uprose from 
amid squat ignorant stables there leaned a curious woman. 
Some labourers, unloading a scow at a dock at the river, 
paused for a moment and regarded the fight. The engineer 
of a passive tugboat hung lazily over a railing and watched. 
Over on the island a worm of yellow convicts came from 
the shadow of a grey ominous building and crawled slowly 
along the river’s bank. 

A stone had smashed in Jimmie’s mouth. Blood was bub- 
bling over his chin and down upon his ragged shirt. Tears 
made furrows on his dirt-stained cheeks. His thin legs had 
begun to tremble and turn weak, causing his small body to 
reel. His roaring curses of the first part of the fight had 
changed to a blasphemous chatter. In the yells of the whirl- 
ing mob of Devils’ Row children there were notes of joy 
like songs of triumphant savagery. The little boys seemed 
to leer gloatingly at the blood upon the other child’s face. 

Down the avenue came boastfully sauntering a lad of 
sixteen years, although the chronic sneer of an ideal man- 
hood already sat upon his lips. His hat was tipped over his 
eye with an air of challenge. Between his teeth a cigar-stump 
was tilted at the angle of defiance. He walked with a cer- 
tain swing of the shoulders which appalled the timid. He 
glanced over into the vacant lot in which the little raving 
boys from Devil’s Row seethed about the shrieking and tear- 
ful child from Rum Alley. f 

“Gee!” he murmured with interest, “a scrap. Gee!” He 


€ 138 } 


es MAGGIE A> 


strode over to the cursing circle, swinging his shoulders in a 
manner which denoted that he held victory in his fists. He 
approached at the back of one of the most deeply engaged 
of the Devil’s Row children. “Ah, what d’ hell,” he said, 
and smote the deeply engaged one on the back of the head. 

The little boy fell to the ground and gave a tremendous 
howl. He scrambled to his feet, and perceiving, evidently, 
the size of his assailant, ran quickly off, shouting alarms. 
The entire Devil’s Row party followed him. They came to 
a stand a short distance away and yelled taunting oaths at 
the boy with the chronic sneer. 

The latter, momentarily, paid no attention to them. 
“What’s wrong wi’che, Jimmie?” he asked of the small 
champion. 

Jimmie wiped his blood-wet features with hissleeve. “Well, 
it was dis way, Pete, see? I was goin’ teh lick dat Riley kid, 
an’ dey all pitched on me.” 

Some Rum Alley children now came forward. The party 
stood for a moment exchanging vainglorious remarks with 
Devil’s Row. A few stones were thrown at long distances, 
and words of challenge passed between small warriors. Then 
the Rum Alley contingent turned slowly in the direction of 
their home street. They began to give, each to each, dis- 
torted versions of the fight. Causes of retreat in particular 
cases were magnified. Blows dealt in the fight were enlarged 
to catapultian power, and stones thrown were alleged to 
have hurtled with infinite accuracy. Valour grew strong 
again, and the little boys began to brag with great spirit. 
“Ah, we blokies kin lick d’ hull damn Row,” said a child, 
swaggering. 
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Little Jimmie was trying to stanch the flow of blood from 
his cut lips. Scowling, he turned upon the speaker. “Ah, 
where was yehs when I was doin’ all deh fightin’?”’ he de- 
manded. ““Youse kids makes me tired.” : 

“Ah, go ahn!” replied the other argumentatively. 

Jimmie replied with heavy contempt. “Ah, youse can’t 
fight, Blue Billie! I kin lick yeh wid one han’.” 

“Ah, go ahn!” replied Billie again. 

“Ah!” said Jimmie threateningly. 

“Ah!” said the other in the same tone. 

They struck at each other, clinched, and rolled over on 
the cobble-stones. 

“Smash ’im, Jimmie, kick d’ face off im!” yelled Pete, 
the lad with the chronic sneer, in tones of delight. 

The small combatants pounded and kicked, scratched 
and tore. They began to weep, and their curses struggled in 
their throats with sobs. The other little boys clasped their 
hands and wriggled their legs in excitement. They formed a 
bobbing circle about the pair. 

A tiny spectator was suddenly agitated. ““Cheese it, Jim- 
mie, cheese it! Here comes yer fader,” he yelled. 

The circle of little boys instantly parted. They drew away 
and waited in ecstatic awe for that which was about to hap- 
pen. The two little boys, fighting in the modes of four thou- 
sand years ago, did not hear the warning. 

Up the avenue there plodded slowly a man with sullen 
eyes. He was carrying a dinner-pail and smoking an apple- 
wood pipe. As he neared the spot where the little boysstrove, 
he regarded them listlessly. But suddenly he roared an oath 
and advanced upon the rolling fighters. “Here, you Jim, git 
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up, now, while I belt yer life out, yeh disorderly brat.”’ He 
began to kick into the chaotic mass on the ground. The boy 
Billie felt a heavy boot strike his head. He made a furious 
effort and disentangled himself from Jimmie. He tottered 
away. 

Jimmie arose painfully from the ground and, confront- 
ing his father, began to curse him. His parent kicked him. 
“Come home, now,” he cried, “‘an’ stop yer jawin’, er [’ll 
lam the everlasting head off yehs.” 

They departed. The man paced placidly along with the 
apple-wood emblem of serenity between his teeth. The boy 
followed a dozen feet in the rear. He swore luridly, for he 
felt that it was degradation for one who aimed to be some 
vague kind of soldier, or a man of blood with a sort of sub- 
lime licence, to be taken home by a father. 


II 


EveNnTUALLY they entered a dark region where, from a ca- 
reening building, adozen gruesome doorways gave up loads 
of babies to the street and the gutter. A wind of early au- 
tumn raised yellow dust from cobbles and swirled it against 
a hundred windows. Long streamers of garments fluttered 
from fire-escapes. In all unhandy places there were buckets, 
brooms, rags, and bottles. In the street infants played or 
fought with other infants or sat stupidly in the way of vehi- 
cles. Formidable women, withuncombed hair and disordered 
dress, gossiped while leaning on railings, or screamed in 
frantic quarrels. Withered persons, in curious postures of 
submission to something, sat smoking pipes in obscure cor- 
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ners. A thousand odours of cooking food came forth to the 
street. The building quivered and creaked from the weight 
of humanity stamping about in its bowels. 

A small ragged girl dragged a red, bawling infant along 
the crowded ways. He was hanging back, baby-like, brac- 
ing his wrinkled, bare legs. The little girl cried out: “Ah, 
Tommie, come ahn. Dere’s Jimmie and fader. Don’t be a- 
pullin’ me back.” She jerked the baby’s arm impatiently. 
He fell on his face, roaring. With a second jerk she pulled 
him to his feet, and they went on. With the obstinacy of 
his order, he protested against being dragged in a chosen 
direction. He made heroic endeavours to keep on his legs, 
denounced his sister, and consumed a bit of orange-peeling 
which he chewed between the times of his infantile orations. 

As the sullen-eyed man, followed by the blood-covered 
boy, drew near, the little girl burst into reproachful cries. 
“Ah, Jimmie, youse bin fightin’ agin.” 

The urchin swelled disdainfully. “Ah, what d’ hell, Mag. 
See?”’ 

The little girl upbraided him. “Youse allus fightin’, Jim- 
mie, an’ yeh knows it puts mudder out when yehs come 
home half dead, an it’s like we’ll all get a poundin’.” She 
began to weep. The babe threw back his head and roared 
at his prospects. 

“Ah,” cried Jimmie, “shut up er Pll smack yer mout’. 
See?” As his sister continued her lamentations, he suddenly 
struck her. The little girl reeled, and, recovering herself, 
burst into tears and quaveringly cursed him. As she slowly 
retreated, her brother advanced, dealing her cuffs. 

The father heard, and turned about. “Stop that, Jim, 
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d’yeh hear? Leave yer sister alone on the street. It’s like I 
can never beat any sense into yer wooden head.” 

The urchin raised his voice in defiance to his parent, and 
continued his attacks. The babe bawled tremendously, pro- 
testing with great violence. During his sister’s hasty ma- 
noeuvres he was dragged by the arm. 

Finally the procession plunged into one of the gruesome 
doorways. They crawled up dark stairways and along cold, 
gloomy halls. At last the father pushed open a door, and 
they entered a lighted room in which a large woman was 
rampant. 

She stopped in a career from a seething stove to a pan- 
covered table. As the father and children filed in she peered 
at them. “Eh, what? Been fightin’ agin!” She threw her- 
selfupon Jimmie. The urchin tried to dart behind the others, 
and in the scuffle the babe, Tommie, was knocked down. 
He protested with his usual vehemence because they had 
bruised his tender shins against a table leg. 

Themother’smassive shoulders heavedwith anger. Grasp- 
ing the urchin by the neck and shoulder she shook him until 
he rattled. She dragged him to an unholy sink, and, soak- 
ing a rag in water, began to scrub his lacerated face with it. 
Jimmie screamed in pain, and tried to twist his shoulders 
out of the clasp of the huge arms. 

The babe sat on the floor watching the scene, his face in 
contortions like that of a woman at a tragedy. The father, 
with a newly ladened pipe in his mouth, sat in a backless 
chair near the stove. Jimmie’s cries annoyed him. He turned 
about and bellowed at his wife. “Let the kid alone for a 
minute, will yeh, Mary? Yer allus poundin’ ’im. When I 
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come nights I can’t get no rest cause yer allus poundin’ a 
kid. Let up, d’yeh hear? Don’t be allus poundin’ a kid.” 
The woman’s operations on the urchin instantly increased 
in violence. At last she tossed him to a corner, where he 
limply lay weeping. 

The wife put her immense hands on her we and with a 
chieftain-like stride approached her husband. “Ho!” she 
said, with a great grunt of contempt. “An’ what in the 
devil are you stickin’ your nose for?” The babe crawled 
under the table, and, turning, peered out cautiously. The 
ragged girl retreated, and the urchin in the corner drew his 
legs carefully beneath him. 

The man puffed his pipe calmly and put his great mud- 
died boots on the back part of the stove. “Go t’ hell,” he 
said tranquilly. 

The woman screamed, and shook her fists before her hus- 
band’s eyes. The rough yellow of her face and neck flared 
suddenly crimson. She began to howl. 

He puffed imperturbably at his pipe for a time, but finally 
arose and went to look out the window into the darkening 
chaos of back yards. ““You’ve been drinkin’, Mary,” he said. 
“You’d better let up on the bot’, ol’ woman, or you'll git 
done.” 

“You’re a liar. I ain’t had a drop,” she roared in reply. 
They had a lurid altercation. 

The babe was staring out from under the table, his small 
face working in his excitement. The ragged girl went stealth- 
ily over to the corner where the urchin lay. ““Are yehs hurted 
much, Jimmie?” she whispered timidly. 

“Not a little bit. See?”’ growled the little boy. 
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“Will I wash d’ blood?” 

“Naw!” 

“Will I sg 

“When I catch dat Riley kid I’ll break ’is face! Dat’s 
right! See?” He turned his face to the wall as if resolved 
grimly to bide his time. 

In the quarrel between husband and wife the woman was 
victor. The man seized his hat and rushed from the room, 
apparently determined upon a vengeful drunk. She followed 
to the door and thundered at him as he made his way 
downstairs. 

She returned and stirred up the room until her children 
were bobbing about like bubbles. “Git outa d’ way,” she 
bawled persistently, waving feet with theirdishevelledshoes . 
near the heads of her children. She shrouded herself, puff- 
ing and snorting,in a cloudof steam at thestove, and even- 
tually extracted a frying-pan full of potatoes that hissed. 
She flourished it. “Come t’ yer suppers, now,” she cried 
with sudden exasperation. “Hurry up, now, er I’llhelp yeh!” 

The children scrambled hastily. With prodigious clatter 
they arranged themselves at table. The babe sat with his 
feet dangling high from a precarious infant’s chair and gorged 
his small stomach. Jimmie forced, with feverish rapidity, 
the grease-enveloped pieces between his wounded lips. Mag- 
gie, with side glances of fear of interruption, ate like a small 
pursued tigress. 

The mother sat blinking at them. Shedeliveredreproaches, 
swallowed potatoes, and drank from a yellow-brown bottle. 
After a time her mood changed, and she wept as she carried 
little Tommie into another room and laid him to sleep, 
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with his fists doubled, in an old quilt of faded red-and-green 
grandeur. Then she came and moaned by the stove. She 
rocked to and fro upon a chair, shedding tears and crooning 
miserably to the two children about their “poor mother” 
and “‘yer fader, damn ’is soul.” 

The little girl plodded between the table and the chair with 
a dishpan on it. She tottered on her small legs beneath bur- 
dens of dishes. Jimmie sat nursing his various wounds. He 
cast furtive glances at his mother. His practised eye perceived 
her gradually emerge froma mist of muddled sentiment until 
her brain burned in drunken heat. He sat breathless. 

Maggie broke a plate. 

The mother started to her feet as if propelled. “Good 
Gawd!” she howled. Her glittering eyes fastened on her 
child with sudden hatred. The fervent red of her face turned 
almost to purple. The little boy ran to the halls, shrieking 
like a monk in an earthquake. He floundered about in dark- 
ness until he found the stairs. He stumbled, panic-stricken, 
to the next floor. 

An old woman opened a door. A light behind her threw a 
flare on the urchin’s face. “Eh, child, what is it dis time? Is 
yer fader beatin’ yer mudder, or yer mudder beatin’ ye fader?” 


RUE 


Jimmie and the old woman listened long in the hall. Above 
the muffled roar of conversation, the dismal wailings of 
babies at night, the thumping of feet in unseen corridors 
and rooms, and the sound of varied hoarse shoutings in the 
street and the rattling of wheels over cobbles, they heard 
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the screams of the child and the roars of the mother die 
away to a feeble moaning and a subdued bass muttering. 

The old woman was a gnarled and leathery personage 
who could don at will an expression of great virtue. She 
possessed a small music-box capable of one tune, and a col- 
lection of “God bless yeh’s” pitched in assorted keys of fer- 
vency. Each day she took a position upon the stones of 
Fifth Avenue, where she crooked her legs under her and 
crouched, immovable and hideous, like an idol. She received 
daily a small sum in pennies. It was contributed, for the 
most part, by persons who did not make their homes in that 
vicinity. Once, when a lady had dropped her purse on the 
sidewalk, the gnarled woman had grabbed it and smuggled 
it with great dexterity beneath her cloak. When she was 
arrested she had cursed the lady into a partial swoon, and 
with her aged limbs, twisted from rheumatism, had kicked 
the breath out of a huge policeman whose conduct upon 
that occasion she referred to when she said, ““The police, 
damn ’em!” 

“Eh, Jimmie, it’s a shame,” she said. “Go, now, like a 
dear, an’ buy mea can, an’ if yer mudder raises ’ell all night 
yehs can sleep here.” Jimmie took a tendered tin pail and 
seven pennies and departed. He passed into the side door of 
a saloon and went to the bar. Straining up on his toes he 
raised the pail and pennies as high as his arms would let 
him. He saw two hands thrust down to take them. Directly 
the same hands let down the filled pail, and he left. 

In front of the gruesome doorway he met a lurching fig- 
ure. It was his father, swaying about on uncertain legs. 
“Give me deh can. See?” said the man. 
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“Ah, come off! I got dis can fer dat ol’ woman, an’ it ’ud 
be dirt teh swipe it. See?” cried Jimmie. 

The father wrenched the pail from theurchin. He grasped © 
it in both hands and lifted it to his mouth. He glued his lips — 
to the under edge and tilted his head. His throat swelled 
until it seemed to grow near his chin. There was a tremen- 
dous gulping movement and the beer was gone. The man 
caught his breath and laughed. He hit his son on the head 
with the empty pail. 

As it rolled clanging into the street, Jimmie began to 
scream, and kicked repeatedly at his father’s shins. “Look 
at deh dirt what yeh done me,” he yelled. ‘““Deh ol’ woman 
Il be t’rowin’ fits.” He retreated to the middle of the street, 
but the old man did not pursue. He staggered toward the 
door. “Ill paste yeh when I ketch yeh!” he shouted, and 
disappeared. 

During the evening he had been standing against a bar 
drinking whiskies, and declaring to all comers confiden- 
tially: “My home reg’ lar livin’ hell! Why doI come an’ drin’ 
whisk’ here thish way? ’Cause home reg’lar livin’ hell!” 

Jimmie waited a long time in the street and then crept 
warily up through the building. He passed with great cau- 
tion the door of the gnarled woman, and finally stopped 
outside his home and listened. He could hear his mother 
moving heavily about among the furniture of the room. She 
was chanting in a mournful voice, occasionally interjecting 
bursts of volcanic wrath at the father, who, Jimmie judged, 
had sunk down on the floor or in a corner. 

“Why deh blazes don’cher try teh keep Jim from fightin’? 
Pll break yer jaw!” she suddenly bellowed. 
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The man mumbled with drunken indifference. “Ah, w’at’s 
bitin’ yeh? W’a’’s odds? W’a’ makes kick?” 

“Because he tears ’is clothes, yeh fool!” cried the woman 
in supreme wrath. 

The husband seemed to become aroused. ‘‘Go chase yer- 
self!” he thundered fiercely in reply. There was a crash 
against the door, and something broke into clattering frag- 
ments. Jimmie partially suppressed a yell and darted down 
the stairway. Below he paused and listened. He heard howls 
and curses, groans and shrieks—a confused chorus as if a 
battle were raging. With it all there was the crash of splin- 
tering furniture. The eyes of the urchin glared in his fear 
that one of them would discover him. 

Curious faces appeared in doorways, and whispered com- 
ments passed to and fro. “Ol’ Johnson’s playin’ horse agin.” 

Jimmie stood until the noises ceased and the other inhab- 
itants of the tenement had all yawned and shut their doors. 
Then he crawled upstairs with the caution of an invader ofa 
panther’s den. Sounds of laboured breathing came through 
the brokendoor-panels. He pushed the door open andentered, 
quaking. 

A glow from the fire threw red hues over the bare floor, 
the cracked and soiled plastering, and the overturned and 
broken furniture. In the middle of the floor lay his mother 
asleep. In one corner of the room his father’s limp body 
hung across the seat of a chair. 

The urchin stole forward. He began to shiver in dread of 
awakening his parents. His mother’s great chest was heav- 
ing painfully. Jimmie paused and looked down at her. Her 
face was inflamed and swollen from drinking. Her yellow 
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brows shaded eyelids that had grown blue. Her tangled hair 
tossed in waves over her forehead. Her mouth was set in 
the same lines of vindictive hatred that it had, perhaps, 
borne during the fight. Her bare red arms were thrown out 
above her head in an attitude of exhaustion, something, 
mayhap, like that of a sated villain. 

The urchin bent over his mother. He was fearful lest she 
should open her eyes, and the dread within him was so strong 
that he could not forbear to stare, but hung as if fascinated 
over the woman’s grim face. Suddenly her eyes opened. The 
urchin found himself looking straight into an expression 
which, it would seem, had the power to change his blood to 
salt. He howled piercingly and fell backward. 

The woman floundered for a moment, tossed her arms 
about her head as if in combat, and again began to snore. 
Jimmie crawled back into the shadows and waited. A noise 
in the next room had followed his cry at the discovery that 
his mother was awake. He grovelled in the gloom, his eyes 
riveted upon the intervening door. He heard it creak, and 
then the sound of a small voice came to him. “Jimmie! Jim- 
mie! Are yehs dere?” it whispered. The urchin started. The 
thin white face of his sister looked at him from the door- 
way of the other room. She crept to him across the floor. 

The father had not moved, but lay in the same deathlike 
sleep. The mother writhed in an uneasy slumber, her chest 
wheezing as if she were in the agonies of strangulation. Out 
at the window a florid moon was peering over dark roofs, and 
in the distance the waters of a river glimmered pallidly. 

The small frame of the ragged girl was quivering. Her 
features were haggard from weeping, and her eyes gleamed 
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with fear. She grasped the urchin’s arm in her little trem- 
bling hands and they huddled in a corner. The eyes of both 
were drawn, by some force, to stare at the woman’s face, 
for they thought she need only to awake and all the fiends 
would come from below. They crouched until theghost mists 
of dawn appeared at the window, drawing close to the panes, 
and looking in at the prostrate, heaving body of the mother. 


IV 


THE BABE, Tommie, died. He went away in an insignificant 
coffin, his small waxen hand clutching a flower that the girl, 
Maggie, had stolen from an Italian. 

She and Jimmie lived. 

The inexperienced fibres of the boy’s eyes were hardened 
at an early age. He became a young man of leather. He 
lived some red years without labouring. During that time 
his sneer became chronic. He studied human nature in the 
gutter, and found it no worse than he thought he had reason 
to believe it. He never conceived a respect for the world, 
because he had begun with no idols that it had smashed. 

He clad his soul in armour by means of happening hila- 
riously in at a mission church where a man composed his 
sermons of “you’s.”’ Once a philosopher asked this man why 
he did not say “we” instead of “‘you.” The man replied, 
“What?” While they got warmat thestovehe told his hearers 
just where he calculated they stood with the Lord. Many of 
the sinners were impatient over the pictured depths of their 
degradation. They were waiting for soup-tickets. A reader 
of the words of wind-demons might have been able to see 
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the portions of a dialogue pass to and fro between the ex- 
horter and his hearers.““Youaredamned,” said the preacher. 
And the reader of sounds might have seen the reply go forth 
from the ragged people: ““Where’s our soup?” Jimmie and a 
companion satinarear seatandcommented upon the things 
that didn’t concern them, with all the freedom of English 
tourists. When they grew thirsty and went out, their minds 
confused the speaker with Christ. 

Momentarily, Jimmie was sullen with thoughts of a hope- 
less altitude where grew fruit. His companion said that if 
he should ever go to heaven he would ask for a million dol- 
lars and a bottle of beer. Jimmie’s occupation for a long 
time was to stand at street corners and watch the world go 
by, dreaming blood-red dreams at the passing of pretty 
women. He menaced mankind at the intersections of streets. 
At the corners he was in life and of life. The world was go- 
ing on and he was there to perceive it. 

He maintained a belligerent attitude toward all well- 
dressed men. To him fine raiment was allied to weakness, 
and all good coats covered faint hearts. He and his orders 
were kings, to a certain extent, over the men of untarnished 
clothes, because these latter dreaded, perhaps, to be either 
killed or laughed at. Above all things he despised obvious 
Christians and ciphers with the chrysanthemums of aris- 
tocracy in their buttonholes. He considered himself above 
both of these classes. He was afraid of nothing. 

When he had a dollar in his pocket his satisfaction with 
existence was the greatest thing in the world. So, eventually, 
he felt obliged to work. His father died,andhis mother’s years 
were divided up into periods of thirty days. 
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He became a truck-driver. There was given to him the 
charge of a painstaking pair of horses and a large rattling 
truck. He invaded the turmoil and tumble of the down- 
town streets, and learned to breathe maledictory defiance 
at the police, who occasionally used to climb up, drag him 
from his perch, and punch him. In the lower part of the 
city he daily involved himself in hideous tangles. If he and 
his team chanced to be in the rear he preserved a demean- 
our of serenity, crossing his legs and bursting forth into 
yells when foot passengers took dangerous dives beneath 
the noses of his champing horses. He smoked his pipe calmly, 
for he knew that his pay was marching on. If his charge 
was in the front, and if it became the key-truck of chaos, he 
entered terrifically into the quarrel that was raging to and 
fro among the drivers on their high seats, and sometimes 
roared oaths and violently got himself arrested. 

After a time his sneer grew so that it turned its glare 
upon all things. He became so sharp that he believed in 
nothing. To him the police were always actuated by malig- 
nant impulses, and the rest of the world was composed, for 
the most part, of despicable creatures who were all trying 
to take advantage of him, and with whom, in defence, he 
was obliged to quarrel on all possible occasions. He himself 
occupied a down-trodden position, which had a private but 
distinct element of grandeur in its isolation. 

The greatest cases of aggravated idiocy were, to his mind, 
rampant upon the front platforms of all the street-cars. At 
first his tongue strove with these beings, but he eventually 
became superior. In him grew a majestic contempt for those 
strings of street-cars that followed him like intent bugs. He 


€ 153 } 


eA» MAFOR CONFLICTS «2 


fell into the habit, when starting on a long journey, of fix- 
ing his eye on a high and distant object, commanding his 
horses to start, and then going into a trance of oblivion. 
Multitudes of drivers might howl in his rear, and passen- 
gers might load him with opprobrium, but he would not 
awaken until some blue policeman turned red and began 
frenziedly to seize bridles and beat the soft noses of the 
responsible horses. 

When he paused to contemplate the attitude of the police 
toward himself and his fellows, he believed that they were 
the only men in the city who had no rights. When driving 
about, he felt that he was held liable by the police for any- 
thing that might occur in the streets, and that he was the 
common prey of all energetic officials. In revenge, he re- 
solved never to move out of the way of anything, until for- 
midable circumstances or a much larger man than himself 
forced him to it. 

Foot passengers were mere pestering flies with an insane 
disregard for their legs and his convenience. He could not 
comprehend their desire to cross the streets. Their madness 
smote him with eternal amazement. He was continually 
storming at them from his throne. He sat aloft and de- 
nounced their frantic leaps, plunges, dives, and straddles. 
When they would thrust at, or parry, the noses of his champ- 
ing horses, making them swing their heads and move their 
feet, and thus disturbing a stolid, dreamy repose, he swore 
at the men as fools, for he himself could perceive that Prov- 
idence had caused it to be clearly written that he and his 
team had the inalienable right to stand in the proper path 
of the sun-chariot and, if they so minded, to obstruct its 
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mission or take a wheel off. And if the god driver had had a 
desire to step down, put up his flame-coloured fists, and 
manfully dispute the right of way, he would have probably 
been immediately opposed by a scowling mortal with two 
sets of hard knuckles. 

It is possible, perhaps, that this young man would have 
derided, in an axle-wide alley, the approach of a flying ferry- 
boat. Yet he achieved a respect for a fire-engine. As one 
charged toward his truck, he would drive fearfully upon a 
sidewalk, threatening untold people with annihilation. When 
an engine struck a mass of blocked trucks, splitting it into 
fragments as a blow annihilates a cake of ice, Jimmie’s team 
could usually be observed high and safe, with whole wheels, 
on the sidewalk. The fearful coming of the engine could break 
up the most intricate muddle of heavy vehicles at which 
the police had been storming for half an hour. A fire-engine 
was enshrined in his heart as an appalling thing that he 
loved with a distant, dog-like devotion. It had been known 
tooverturnastreet-car. Thoseleaping horses, striking sparks 
from the cobbles in their forward lunge, were creatures to 
be ineffably admired. The clang of the gong pierced his breast 
like a noise of remembered war. 

When Jimmie was a little boy he began to be arrested. 
Before he reached a great age, he had a fair record. He de- 
veloped too great a tendency to climb down from his truck 
and fight with other drivers. He had been in quite a number 
of miscellaneous fights, and in some general barroom rows 
that had become known to the police. Once he had been ar- 
rested for assaulting a Chinaman. Two women in different 
parts of thecity, and entirely unknown toeach other, caused 
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him considerable annoyance by breaking forth, simultane- 
ously, at fateful intervals, into wailings about marriage and 
support and infants. 

Nevertheless, he had, on a certain star-lit evening, said 
wonderingly and quite reverently, “Deh moon looks like 
hell, don’t it?” 


Vv 


Tue cirt, Maggie, blossomed in a mud-puddle. She grew 
to be a most rare and wonderful production of a tenement 
district, a pretty girl. None of the dirt of Rum Alley seemed 
to be in her veins. The philosophers, upstairs, downstairs, 
and on the same floor, puzzled over it. When a child, play- 
ing and fighting with gamins in the street, dirt disgusted her. 
Attired in tatters and grime, she went unseen. 

There came a time, however, when the young men of the 
vicinity said, “Dat Johnson goil is a putty good looker.” 
About this period her brother remarked to her: “Mag, I'll tell 
yeh dis! See? Yeh’ve eeder got t’ go on d’ toif er go t’ work!” 
Whereupon she went to work, having the feminine aversion 
to the alternative. By a chance, she got a position in an 
establishment where they made collars and cuffs. She re- 
ceived a stool and a machine in a room where sat twenty 
girls of various shades of yellow discontent. She perched on 
the stool and treadled at her machine all day, turning out 
collars with a name which might have been noted for its 
irrelevancy to anything connected with collars. At night 
she returned home to her mother. 

Jimmie grew large enough to take the vague position of 
head of the family. As incumbent of that office, he stum- 


€ 156 } 


eA» MAGGIE >» 


bled upstairs late at night, as his father had done before 
him. He reeled about the room, swearing at his relations, 
or went to sleep on the floor. 

The mother had gradually risen to such a degree of fame 
that she could bandy words with her acquaintances among 
the police justices. Court officials called her by her first name. 
When she appeared they pursued a course which had been 
theirs for months. They invariably grinned, and cried out, 
“Hello, Mary, you here again?” Her grey head wagged in 
many courts. She always besieged the bench with voluble 
excuses, explanations, apologies, and prayers. Her flaming 
face and rolling eyes were a familiar sight on the island. 
She measured time by means of sprees, and was swollen 
and dishevelled. 

One day the young man Pete, who as a lad had smitten 
the Devil’s Row urchin in the back of the head and put to 
flight the antagonists of his friend Jimmie, strutted upon 
the scene. He met Jimmie one day on the street, promised 
to take him to a boxing match in Williamsburg, and called 
for him in the evening. 

Maggie observed Pete. 

He sat on a table in the Johnson home, and dangled his 
checked legs with an enticing nonchalance. His hair was 
curled down over his forehead in an oiled bang. His pugged 
nose seemed to revolt from contact with a bristling mous- 
tache of short, wire-like hairs. His blue double-breasted 
coat, edged with black braid, was buttoned close to a red 
puff tie, and his patent leather shoes looked like weapons. 
His mannerisms stamped him as a man who had a correct 
sense of his personal superiority. There were valour and con- 
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tempt for circumstances in the glance of his eye. He waved 
his hands like a man of the world who dismisses religion 
and philosophy, and says “Rats!” He had certainly seen 
everything, and with each curl of his lip he declared that it 
amounted to nothing. Maggie thought he must be a very 
“elegant” bartender. 

He was telling tales to Jimmie. Maggie watched him fur- 
tively, with half-closed eyes lit with a vague interest. 

“Hully gee! Dey makes me tired,” he said. ““Mos’ e’ry 
day some farmer comes in an’ tries t’ run d’ shop. See? But 
d’ gits t’rowed right out. I jolt dem right out in d’ street 
before dey knows where dey is. See?” 

“Sure,” said Jimmie. 

“Dere was a mug come in d’ place d’ odder day wid an 
idear he was goin’ t’ own d’ place. Hully gee! he was goin’ 
t’ own d’ place. I see he had a still on, an’ I didn’ wanna 
giv ’im no stuff, so I says, ‘Git outa here an’ don’ make no 
trouble,’ I says like dat. See? ‘Git outa here an’ don’ make 
no trouble’; like dat. ‘Git outa here,’ I says. See?” 

Jimmie nodded understandingly. Over his features played 
an eager desire to state the amount of his valour ina similar 
crisis, but the narrator proceeded. 

“Well, deh blokiehesays:“T” blazes wid it! lain’ lookin’ for 
noscrap, hesays—see?—“‘but,’ hesays,‘I’m’spectablecit’zen 
an’ I wanna drink, an’ quick, too.’ See? ‘Aw, goahn! I says, 
like dat. “Aw, go ahn,’ I says. See? ‘Don’ make no trouble,’ 
I says, like dat. ‘Don’ make no trouble.’ See? Den d’ mug, he 
squared off an’ said he was fine as silk wid his dukes—see? 
-——an’ he wan’ed a drink—quick. Dat’s what he said. See?” 

“Sure,” repeated Jimmie. 
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Pete continued. “Say, I jes’ jumped d’ bar, an’ d’ way I 
plunked dat blokie was outa sight. See? Dat’s right! In d’ 
jaw! See? Hully gee! he t’rowed a spittoon t’rough d’ front 
windee. Say, I t’ought I’d drop dead. But d’ boss, he comes 
in after, an’ he says: ‘Pete, yehs done jes’ right! Yeh’ve 
gotta keep order, an’ it’s all right.’ See? ‘It’s all right,’ he 
says. Dat’s what he said.” 

The two held a technical discussion. 

“Dat bloke was a dandy,” said Pete, in conclusion, “‘but 
he hadn’ oughta made no trouble. Dat’s what I says t’ 
dem: “Don’ come in here an’ make no trouble,’ I says, like 
dat. ‘Don’ make no trouble.’ See?” 

As Jimmie and his friend exchanged tales descriptive of 
their prowess, Maggie leaned back in the shadow. Her eyes 
dwelt wonderingly and rather wistfully upon Pete’s face. 
The broken furniture, grimy walls, and general disorder and 
dirt of her home of a sudden appeared before her and began 
to take a potential aspect. Pete’s aristocratic person looked 
as if it might soil. She looked keenly at him, occasionally 
wondering if he was feeling contempt. But Pete seemed to 
be enveloped in reminiscence. 

“‘Hully gee!” said he, “dose mugs can’t feaze me. Dey 
knows I kin wipe up d’ street wid any t’ree of dem.” 

When he said, “Ah, what d’ hell!’ his voice was burdened 
with disdain for the inevitable and contempt for anything 
that fate might compel him to endure. 

Maggie perceived that here was the ideal man. Her dim 
thoughts were often searching for far-away lands where the 
little hills sing together in the morning. Under the trees of 
her dream-gardens there had always walked a lover. 
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VI 


Pete took note of Maggie. “Say, Mag, I’m stuck on yer 
shape. It’s outa sight,” he said parenthetically, with an 
affable grin. 

As he became aware that she was listening closely, he 
grew still more eloquent in his descriptions of various hap- 
penings in his career. It appeared that he was invincible in 
fights. ‘“Why,” he said, referring to a man with whom he 
had had a misunderstanding, “dat mug scrapped likeadago. 
Dat’s right. He was dead easy. See? He t’ought he was a 
scrapper. But he foun’ out diff’ent. Hully gee!” 

He walked to and fro in the small room, which seemed 
then to grow even smaller and unfit to hold his dignity, the 
attribute of a supreme warrior. That swing of the shoulders 
which had frozen the timid when he was but a lad had in- 
creased with his growth and education in the ratio of ten to 
one. It, combined with the sneer upon his mouth, told man- 
kind that there was nothing in space which could appal him. 
Maggie marvelled at him and surrounded him with great- 
ness. She vaguely tried to calculate the altitude of the pin- 
nacle from which he must have looked down upon her. 

“T met a chump deh odder day way up in deh city,” he 
said. “I was goin’ teh see a frien’ of mine. When I was 
a-crossin’ deh street deh chump runned plump inteh me, 
an’ den he turns aroun’ an’ says, ‘Yer insolen’ ruffin!’ he 
says, like dat. ‘Oh, gee!’ I says, ‘oh, gee! git off d’ eart’!’ I 
says, like dat. See? ‘Git off d’ eart’! like dat. Den deh 
blokie he got wild. He says I was a contempt’ble scoun’el, 
er somethin’ like dat, an’ he says I was doom’ teh ever- 
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lastin’ pe’dition, er somethin’ like dat. ‘Gee!’ I says, ‘gee! 
Yer joshin’ me,’ I says. “Yer joshin’ me.’ An’ den I slugged 
iin See!” 

With Jimmie in his company, Pete departed in a sort of 
blaze of glory from the Johnson home. Maggie, leaning from 
the window, watched him as he walked down the street. 
Here was a formidable man who disdained the strength of a 
world full of fists. Here was one who had contempt for brass- 
clothed power; one whose knuckles could ring defiantly 
against the granite of law. He was a knight. 

The two men went from under the glimmering street lamp 
and passed into shadows. Turning, Maggie contemplated 
the dark, dust-stained walls, and the scant and crude furni- 
ture of her home. A clock, in a splintered and battered ob- 
long box of varnished wood, she suddenly regarded as an 
abomination. She noted that it ticked raspingly. The almost 
vanished flowers in the carpet pattern, she conceived to be 
newly hideous. Some faint attempts which she had made 
with blue ribbon to freshen the appearance of a dingy cur- 
tain, she now saw to be piteous. 

She wondered what Pete dined on. 

She reflected upon the collar-and-cuff factory. It began 
to appear to her mind as a dreary place of endless grind- 
ing. Pete’s elegant occupation brought him, no doubt, into 
contact with people who had money and manners. It was 
probable that he had a large acquaintance with pretty girls. 
He must have great sums of money to spend. 

To her the earth was composed of hardships and insults. 
She felt instant admiration for a man who openly defied it. 
She thought that if the grim angel of death should clutch 
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his heart, Pete would shrug his shoulders and say, “Oh, 
ev ryt’ing goes.” 

She anticipated that he would come again shortly. She 
spent some of her week’s pay in the purchase of flowered 
cretonne for a lambrequin. She made it with infinite care, 
and hung it to the slightly careening mantel over the stove 
in the kitchen. She studied it with painful anxiety from 
different points in the room. She wanted it to look well on 
Sunday night when, perhaps, Jimmie’s friend would come. 
On Sunday night, however, Pete did not appear. Afterward 
the girl looked at it with a sense of humiliation. She was 
now convinced that Pete was superior to admiration for 
lambrequins. 

A few evenings later Pete entered with fascinating inno- 
vations in his apparel. As she had seen him twice and he 
wore a different suit each time, Maggie had a dim impres- 
sion that his wardrobe was prodigious. 

“Say, Mag,” he said, “put on yer bes’ duds Friday night 
an’ I’ll take yehs t’ d’ show. See?” He spent a few moments 
in flourishing his clothes, and then vanished without having 
glanced at the lambrequin. 

Over the eternal collars and cuffs in the factory Maggie 
spent the most of three days in making imaginary sketches 
of Pete and his daily environment. She imagined some half- 
dozen women in love with him, and thought he must lean 
dangerously toward an indefinite one whom she pictured 
as endowed with great charms of person, but with an al- 
together contemptible disposition. She thought he must live 
in a blare of pleasure. He had friends and people who were 
afraid of him. She saw the golden glitter of the place where 
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Pete was to take her. It would be an entertainment of many 
hues and many melodies, where she was afraid she might 
appear small and mouse-coloured. 

Her mother drank whisky all Friday morning. With lurid 
face and tossing hair she cursed and destroyed furniture all 
Friday afternoon. When Maggie came home at half-past six 
her mother lay asleep amid the wreck of chairs and a table. 
Fragments of various household utensils were scattered about 
the floor. She had vented some phase of drunken fury upon 
the lambrequin. It lay in a bedraggled heap in the corner. 

“Hah!” she snorted, sitting up suddenly, “where yehbeen? 
Why don’ yeh come home earlier? Been loafin’ ’round d’ 
streets. Yer gettin’ t’ bea reg’lar devil.” 

When Pete arrived, Maggie, in a worn black dress, was 
waiting for him in the midst of a floor strewn with wreck- 
age. The curtain at the window had been pulled by a heavy 
hand and hung by one tack, dangling to and fro in the 
draught through the cracks at the sash. The knots of blue 
ribbons appeared like violated flowers. The fire in the stove 
had gone out. The displaced lids and open doors showed 
heaps of sullen grey ashes. The remnants of a meal, ghastly, 
lay in a corner. Maggie’s mother, stretched on the floor, 
blasphemed, and gave her daughter a bad name. 


Vil 


AN orcHEstrA of yellow silk women and bald-headed men, 
on an elevated stage near the centre of a great green-hued 
ball, played a popular waltz. The place was crowded with 
people grouped about little tables. A battalion of waiters 
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slid among the throng, carrying trays of beer-glasses, and 
making change from the inexhaustible vaults of their trousers 
pockets. Little boys, in the costumes of French chefs, pa- 
raded up and down the irregular aisles vending fancy cakes. 
There was alow rumble of conversation and a subdued clink- 
ing of glasses. Clouds of tobacco smoke rolled and wavered 
high in air above the dull gilt of the chandeliers. 

The vast crowd had an air throughout of having just 
quitted labour. Men with calloused hands, and attired in 
garments that showed the wear of an endless drudging for 
a living, smoked their pipes contentedly and spent five, ten, 
or perhaps fifteen cents for beer. There was a mere sprink- 
ling of men who smoked cigars purchased elsewhere. The 
great body of the crowd was composed of people who showed 
that all day they strove with their hands. Quiet Germans, 
with maybe their wives and two or three children, sat lis- 
tening to the music, with the expressions of happy cows. 
An occasional party of sailors from a war-ship, their faces 
pictures of sturdy health,spent the earlier hours of the eve- 
ning at the small round tables. Very infrequent tipsy men, 
swollen with the value of their opinions, engaged their com- 
panions in earnest and confidential conversation. In the 
balcony, and here and there below, shone the impassive 
faces of women. The nationalities of the Bowery beamed 
upon the stage from all directions. 

Pete walked aggressively up a side aisle and took seats 
with Maggie at a table beneath the balcony. “Two beehs!” 
Leaning back, he regarded with eyes of superiority the scene 
before them. This attitude affected Maggie strongly. Aman 
who could regard such a sight with indifference must be ac- 
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customed to very great things. It was obvious that Pete 
had visited this place many times before, and was very fa- 
miliar with it. A knowledge of this fact made Maggie feel 
little and new. 

He was extremely gracious and attentive. He displayed 
the consideration of a cultured gentleman who knew what 
was due. “Say, what’s eatin’ yeh? Bring d’ lady a big glass! 
What use is dat pony?” 

“Don’t be fresh, now,” said the waiter, with some warmth, 
as he departed. 

“Ah, git off d’ eart’!”’ said Pete, after the other’s retreat- 
ing form. 

Maggie perceived that Pete brought forth all his elegance 
and all his knowledge of high-class customs for her benefit. 
Her heart warmed as she reflected upon his condescension. 

The orchestra of yellow silk women and bald-headed men 
gave vent to a few bars of anticipatory music, and a girl, in 
a pink dress with short skirts, galloped upon the stage. She 
smiled upon the throng as if in acknowledgment of a warm 
welcome, and began to walk to and fro, making profuse 
gesticulations, and singing, in brazen soprano tones, a song 
the words of which were inaudible. When she broke into 
the swift rattling measures of a chorus some half-tipsy men 
near the stage joined in the rollicking refrain, and glasses 
were pounded rhythmically upon the tables. People leaned 
forward to watch her and to try to catch the words of the 
song. When she vanished there were long rollings of applause. 
Obedient to more anticipatory bars, she reappeared among 
the half-suppressed cheering of the tipsy men. The orchestra 
plunged into dance music, and the laces of the dancer flut- 
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tered and flew in the glare of gas-jets. She divulged the fact 
that she was attired in some half-dozen skirts. It was patent 
that any one of them would have proved adequate for the 
purpose for which skirts are intended. An occasional man 
bent forward, intent upon the pink stockings. Maggie won- 
dered at the splendour of the costume and lost herself in 
calculations of the cost of the silks and laces. 

The dancer’s smile of enthusiasm was turned for ten min- 
utesupon the faces of her audience. In the finale she fell into 
some of those grotesque attitudes which were at the time 
popular among the dancers in the theatres up-town, giving 
to the Bowery public thediversionsof the aristocratic theatre- 
going public at reduced rates. 

“Say, Pete,” said Maggie, leaning forward, “disis great.” 

“Sure!” said Pete, with proper complacence. 

A ventriloquist followed the dancer. He held two fantas- 
tic dolls on his knees. He made them sing mournful ditties 
and say funny things about geography and Ireland. 

“Do dose little men talk?” asked Maggie. 

“Naw,” said Pete, “it’s some big jolly. See?” 

Two girls, set down on the bills as sisters, came forth and 
sang a duet which is heard occasionally at concerts given 
under church auspices. They supplemented it with a dance, 
which, of course, can never be seen at concerts given under 
church auspices. 

After they had retired, a woman of debatable age sang a 
negro melody. The chorus necessitated some grotesque wad- 
dlings supposed to be an imitation of a plantation darky, 
under the influence, probably, of music and the moon. The 
audience was just enthusiastic enough over it to make her 
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return and sing a sorrowful lay, whose lines told ofa mother’s 
love, and a sweetheart who waited, and a young man who 
was lost at sea under harrowing circumstances. From the 
faces of a score or so in the crowd the self-contained look 
faded. Many heads were bent forward with eagerness and 
sympathy. As the last distressing sentiment of the piece 
was brought forth, it was greeted by the kind of applause 
which rings as sincere. 

As a final effort, the singer rendered some verses which 
described a vision of Britain annihilated by America, and 
Ireland bursting her bonds. A carefully prepared climax was 
reached in the last line of the last verse, when the singer 
threw out her arms and cried, “The star-spangled banner.” 
Instantly a great cheer swelled from the throats of this as- 
semblage of the masses, most of them of foreign birth. There 
was a heavy rumble of booted feet thumping the floor. Eyes 
gleamed with sudden fire, and calloused hands waved fran- 
tically in the air. 

After a few moments’ rest, the orchestra played noisily, 
and a small fat man burst out upon the stage. He began to 
roar a song and to stamp back and forth before the foot- 
lights, wildly waving a silk hat and throwing leers broad- 
cast. He made his face into fantastic grimaces until helooked 
like a devil on a Japanese kite. The crowd laughed glee- 
fully. His short, fat legs were never still a moment. He 
shouted and roared and bobbed his shock of red wig until 
the audience broke out in excited applause. 

Pete did not pay much attention to the progress of events 
upon the stage. He was drinking beer and watching Maggie. 
Her cheeks were blushing with excitement and her eyes were 
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glistening. She drew deep breaths of pleasure. No thoughts 
of the atmosphere of the collar-and-cuff factory came to her. 

With the final crash of the orchestra they jostled their 
way to the sidewalk in the crowd. Pete took Maggie’s arm 
and pushed a way for her, offering to fight with a man or 
two. They reached Maggie’s home at a late hour and stood 
for a moment in front of the gruesome doorway. 

“Say, Mag,” said Pete, “give us a kiss for takin’ yeh t’ 
d’ show, will yer?” 

Maggie laughed, as if startled, and drew away from him. 
“Naw, Pete,” she said, “dat wasn’t in it.” 

“Ah, why wasn’t it?” urged Pete. 

The girl retreated nervously. 

“Ah, go ahn!” repeated he. 

Maggie darted into the hall and up the stairs. She turned 
and smiled at him, then disappeared. 

Pete walked slowly down the street. He had something 
of an astonished expression upon his features. He paused 
under a lamp-post and breathed a low breath of surprise. 
“Gee!” he said, “I wonner if I’ve been played fer a duffer.”” 


Vill 


As THouGcHTS of Pete came to Maggie’s mind, she began to 
have an intense dislike for all of her dresses. “What ails 
yeh? What makes ye beallus fixin’ and fussin’?” her mother 
would frequently roar at her. She began to note with more 
interest the well-dressed women she met on the avenues. 
She envied elegance and soft palms. She craved those adorn- 
ments of person which she saw every day on the street, con- 
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ceiving them to be allies of vast importance to women. 
Studying faces, she thought many of the women and girls 
she chanced to meet smiled with serenity as though for ever 
cherished and watched over by those they loved. 

The air in the collar-and-cuff establishment strangled her. 
She knew she was gradually and surely shrivelling in the 
hot, stuffy room. The begrimed windows rattled incessantly 
from the passing of elevated trains. The place was filled 
with a whirl of noises and odours. She became lost in thought 
as she looked at some of the grizzled women in the room, 
mere mechanical contrivances sewing seams and grinding 
out, with heads bent over their work, tales of imagined or 
real girlhood happiness, or of past drunks, or the baby at 
home, and unpaid wages. She wondered how long her youth 
would endure. She began to see the bloom upon her cheeks 
as something of value. She imagined herself, in an exasper- 
ating future, asascrawny woman with aneternal grievance. 
She thought Pete to be a very fastidious person concerning 
the appearance of women. 

She felt that she should love to see somebody entangle 
their fingers in the oily beard of the fat foreigner who owned 
the establishment. He was a detestable creature. He wore 
white socks with low shoes. He sat all day delivering ora- 
tions in the depths of a cushioned chair. His pocket-book 
deprived them of the power of retort. ““What do you sink I 
pie fife dolla a week for? Play? No, py tamn!” 

Maggie was anxious for a friend to whom she could talk 
about Pete. She would have liked to discuss his admirable 
mannerisms with a reliable mutual friend. At home, she 
found her mother often drunk and always raving. It seemed 
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that the world had treated this woman very badly, and she 
took a deep revenge upon such portions of it as came within 
her reach. She broke furniture as if she were at last getting 
her rights. She swelled with virtuous indignation as she 
carried the lighter articles of household use, one by one, 
under the shadows of the three gilt balls, where Hebrews 
chained them with chains of interest. 

Jimmie came when he was obliged to by circumstances 
over which he had no control. His well-trained legs brought 
him staggering home and put him to bed some nights when 
he would rather have gone elsewhere. 

Swaggering Pete loomed like a golden sun to Maggie. He 
took her to a dime museum, where rows of meek freaks as- 
tonished her. She contemplated their deformities with awe, 
and thought them a sort of chosen tribe. Pete, racking his 
brains for amusement, discovered the Central Park Me- 
nagerie and the Museum of Arts. Sunday afternoons would 
sometimes find them at these places. Pete did not appear 
to be particularly interested in what he saw. Hestood around 
looking heavy, while Maggie giggled in glee. 

Once at the menagerie he went into a trance of admira- 
tion before the spectacle of a very small monkey threaten- 
ing to thrash a cageful because one of them had pulled his 
tail and he had not wheeled about quickly enough to dis- 
cover who did it. Ever after Pete knew that monkey by 
sight, and winked at him, trying to induce him to fight with 
other and larger monkeys. 

At the museum, Maggie said, “Dis is outa sight 

“Aw, rats!” said Pete; “wait till next summer an’ I’ll 
take yehs to a picnic.” 


”» 
! 
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While the girl wandered in the vaulted rooms, Pete oc- 
cupied himself in returning, stony stare for stony stare, the 
appalling scrutiny of the watch-dogs of the treasures. Oc- 
casionally he would remark in loud tones, “Dat jay has got 
glass eyes,” and sentences of the sort. When he tired of this 
amusement he would go to the mummies and moralize 
over them. 

Usually he submitted with silent dignity to all that he 
had to go through, but at times he was goaded into com- 
ment. “Aw!” he demanded once. “‘Look at all dese little 
jugs! Hundred jugs in a row! Ten rows in a case, an’ ’bout a 
t’ousand cases! What d’ blazes use is dem?” 

In the evenings of week days he often took her to see 
plays in which the dazzling heroine was rescued from the 
palatial home of her treacherous guardian by the hero with 
the beautiful sentiments. The latter spent most of his time 
out at soak in pale-green snow-storms, busy with a nickel- 
plated revolver rescuing aged strangers from villains. Mag- 
gie lost herself in sympathy with the wanderers swooning 
in snow-storms beneath happy-hued church windows, while 
a choir within sang “Joy to the World.” To Maggie and 
the rest of the audience this was transcendental realism. 
Joy always within, and they, like the actor, inevitably with- 
out. Viewing it, they hugged themselves in ecstatic pity of 
their imagined or real condition. The girl thought the arro- 
gance and granite-heartedness of the magnate of the play 
were very accurately drawn. She echoed the maledictions 
that the occupants of the gallery showered on this indi- 
vidual when his lines compelled him to expose his extreme 
selfishness. 
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Shady persons in the audience revolted from the pic- 
tured villainy of the drama. With untiring zeal they hissed 
vice and applauded virtue. Unmistakably bad men evinced 
an apparently sincere admiration for virtue. The loud gal- 
lery was overwhelmingly with the unfortunate and the op- 
pressed. They encouraged the struggling hero with cries, 
and jeered the villain, hooting and calling attention to his 
whiskers. When anybody died in the pale-greensnow-storms, 
the gallery mourned. They sought out the painted misery 
and hugged it as akin. 

In the hero’s erratic march from poverty in the first act 
to wealth and triumph in the final one, in which he forgives 
all the enemies that he has left, he was assisted by the gal- 
lery, which applauded his generous and noble sentiments 
and confounded the speeches of his opponents by making 
irrelevant but very sharp remarks. Those actors who were 
cursed with the parts of villains were confronted at every 
turn by the gallery. If one of them rendered lines contain- 
ing the most subtile distinctions between right and wrong, 
the gallery was immediately aware that the actor meant 
wickedness, and denounced him accordingly. The last act 
was a triumph for the hero, poor and of the masses, the 
representative of the audience, over the villain and the rich 
man, his pockets stuffed with bonds, his heart packed with 
tyrannical purposes, imperturbable amid suffering. 

Maggie always departed with raised spirits from these 
melodramas. She rejoiced at the way in which the poor and 
virtuous eventually overcame the wealthy and wicked. The 
theatre made her think. She wondered if the culture and 
refinement she had seen imitated, perhaps grotesquely, by 
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the heroine on the stage, could be acquired by a girl who 
lived in a tenement house and worked in a shirt factory. 


Ix 


A croup of urchins were intent upon the side door of a 
saloon. Expectancy gleamed from their eyes. They were 
twisting their fingers in excitement. “Hereshecomes!”’ yelled 
one of them suddenly. The group of urchins burst instantly 
asunder and its individual fragments were spread in a wide, 
respectable half-circle about the point of interest. The saloon 
door opened withacrash, and the figure of a woman appeared 
upon the threshold. Her grey hair fellin knotted massesabout 
her shoulders. Her face was crimsoned and wet with per- 
spiration. Her eyes hada rolling glare.“‘Not a cent moreofme 
money will yehs ever get—not a red! I spent me money here 
fer t’ree years, an’ now yehs tells me yeh’ll sell me no more 
stuff! Go fall on yerself, Johnnie Murckre! ‘Disturbance’? 
Disturbance be blowed! Go fall on yerself, Johnnie——” 

The door received a kick of exasperation from within, 
and the woman lurched heavily out on the sidewalk. The 
gamins in the half-circle became violently agitated. They 
began to dance about and hoot and yell and jeer. A wide 
dirty grin spread over each face. 

The woman made a furious dash at a particularly out- 
rageous cluster of little boys. They laughed delightedly, and 
scampered off a short distance, calling out to her over their 
shoulders. She stood tottering on the kerb-stone and thun- 
dered at them. ““Yeh devil’s kids!” she howled, shaking her 
fists. The little boys whooped in glee. As she started up the 
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street they fell in behind and marched uproariously. Oc- 
casionally she wheeled about and made charges on them. 
They ran nimbly out of reach and taunted her. 

In the frame of a gruesome doorway she stood for a mo- 
ment cursing them. Her hair straggled, giving her red fea- 
turesalook of insanity. Her great fists quivered as she shook 
them madly in the air. The urchins made terrific noises until 
she turned and disappeared. Then they filed off quietly in 
the way they had come. 

The woman floundered about in the lower hall of the ten- 
ement house, and finally stumbled up the stairs. On anupper 
hall a door was opened and a collection of heads peered 
curiously out, watching her. With awrathfulsnortthewoman 
confronted the door, but it was slammed hastily in her face 
and the key was turned. 

She stood for a few minutes, delivering a frenzied chal- 
lenge at the panels. ““Come out in deh hall, Mary Murphy, 
if yehs want ascrap!Comeahn! yeh over-grown terrier, come 
ahn!” She began to kick the door. She shrilly defied the 
universe to appear and do battle. Her cursing trebles brought 
heads from all doors save the one she threatened. Her eyes 
glared in every direction. The air was full of her tossing 
fists. “Come ahn! deh hull gang of yehs, come ahn!” she 
roared at the spectators. An oath or two, catcalls, jeers, 
and bits of facetious advice were given in reply. Missiles 
clattered about her feet. 

“What’s wrong wi’che?’’saida voicein the gathered gloom, 
and Jimmie came forward. He carried a tin dinner-pail in 
his hand and under his arm a truckman’s brown apron done 
in a bundle. ““What’s wrong?” he demanded. 
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“Come out! all of yehs, come out,”’ his mother was howl- 
ing. “Come ahn an’ I'll stamp yer faces t’rough d’ floor.” 

“Shet yer face, an’ come home, yeh old fool!” roared Jim- 
mie at her. She strode up to him and twirled her fingers in 
his face. Her eyes were darting flames of unreasoning rage, 
and her frame trembled with eagerness for a fight. 

“An’ who are youse? I ain’t givin’ a snap of me fingers 
fer youse!” she bawled at him. She turned her huge back in 
tremendous disdain and climbed the stairs to the next floor. 

Jimmie followed, and at the top of the flight he seized his 
mother’s arm and started to drag her toward the door of 
their room. “Come home!” he gritted between his teeth. 

“Take yer hands off me! Take yer hands off me!” shrieked 
his mother. She raised her arm and whirled her great fist at 
her son’s face. Jimmie dodged his head, and the blow struck 
him in the back of the neck. ““Come home!” he gritted again. 
He threw out his left hand and writhed his fingers about 
her middle arm. The mother and the son began to sway 
and struggle like gladiators. 

“Whoop!” said the Rum Alley tenement house. The hall 
filled with interested spectators. “Hi, ol’ lady, dat was a 
dandy!” ““T’ree t’ one on d’ red!” “Ah, quit yer scrappin’!” 

Thedoor of the Johnson homeopened and Maggie looked out. 
Jimmie madeasupreme cursing effort and hurled his mother 
into the’ room. He quickly followed and closed the door. 
The Rum Alley tenement swore disappointedly and retired. 

The mother slowly gathered herself up from the floor. 
Her eyes glittered menacingly upon her children. 

“Here now,” said Jimmie, “we’ve had enough of dis. Sit 
down, an’ don’ make no trouble.” 
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He grasped her arm and, twisting it, forced her into a 
creaking chair. 

“Keep yer hands off me!” roared his mother again. 

“Say, yeh ol’ bat! Quit dat!” yelled Jimmie, madly. Mag- 
gie shrieked and ran into the other room. To her there came 
the sound of a storm of crashes and curses. There was a 
great final thump and Jimmie’s voice cried: “Dere, now! 
Stay still.” Maggie opened the door now, and went warily 
out. “Oh, Jimmie!” 

He was leaning against the wall and swearing. Blood 
stood upon bruises on his knotty forearms where they had 
scraped against the floor or the walls in the scuffle. The 
mother lay screeching on the floor, the tears running down 
her furrowed face. 

Maggie, standing in the middle of the room, gazed about 
her. The usual upheaval of the tables and chairs had taken 
place. Crockery wasstrewn broadcastin fragments. Thestove 
had been disturbed on its legs, and now leaned idiotically 
to one side. A pail had been upset and water spread in all 
directions. 

The door opened and Pete appeared. He shrugged his 
shoulders. “Oh, gee!” he observed. He walked over to Mag- 
gie and whispered in her ear: ““Ah, what d’ hell, Mag? Come 
ahn and we'll have a outa-sight time.” 

The mother in the corner upreared her head and shook 
her tangled locks. “Aw, yer bote no good, needer of yehs,” 
she said, glowering at her daughter in the gloom. Her eyes 
seemed to burn balefully. ““Yeh’ve gone t’ d’ devil, Mag 
Johnson, yehs knows yehs have gone t’ d’ devil. Yer a dis- 
grace t’ yer people. An’ now, git out an’ go ahn wid dat 
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doe-faced jude of yours. Go wid him, curse yeh, an’ a good 
riddance. Go, an’ see how yeh likes it.” 

Maggie gazed long at her mother. 

“Go now, an’ see how yeh likes it. Git out. I won’t have 
sech as youse in me house! Git out, d’ yeh hear! Damn yeh, 
git out!” 

The girl began to tremble. 

At this instant Pete came forward. “Oh, what d’ hell, 
Mag, see?’’ whispered he softly in her ear. “Dis all blows 
over. See? D’ ol’ woman ’ill be all right in d’ mornin’. Come 
ahn out wid me! We'll have a outa-sight time.” 

The woman on the floor cursed. Jimmie was intent upon 
his bruised forearms. The girl cast a glance about the room 
filled with a chaotic mass of débris, and at the writhing body 
of her mother. 

“Git th’ devil outa here.” 

Maggie went. 


x 


Jimte had an idea it wasn’t common courtesy for a friend 
to come to one’s home and ruin one’s sister. But he was not 
sure how much Pete knew about the rules of politeness. 

The following night he returned home from work at a 
rather late hour in the evening. In passing through the halls 
he came upon the gnarled and leathery old woman who pos- 
sessed thé music-box. She was grinning in the dim light that 
drifted through dust-stained panes. She beckoned to him 
with a smudged forefinger. 

“Ah, Jimmie, what do yehs t’ink I tumbled to, las’ night! 
It was deh funnies’ t’ing I ever saw,” she cried, coming close 
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to him and leering. She was trembling with eagerness to tell 
her tale. “I was by me door las’ night when yer sister and 
her jude feller came in late, oh, very late. An’ she, the dear, 
she was a-cryin’ as if her heart would break, she was. It 
was deh funnies’ t’ing I ever saw. An’ right out here by me 
door she asked him did he love her, did he. An’ she was 
a-crying as if her heart would break, poor t’ing. An’ him, I 
could see be deh way what he said it dat she had been askin’ 
orften; he says, ‘Oh, gee, yes,’ he says, says he. ‘Oh, gee, 


yes. 
Storm-clouds swept over Jimmie’s face, but he turned 


from the leathery old woman and plodded on upstairs. 

“*‘Oh, gee, yes,” she called after him. She laughed a laugh 
that was like a prophetic croak. 

There was no one in at home. The rooms showed that 
attempts had been made at tidying them. Partsofthe wreck- 
age of the day before had been repaired by an unskilled 
hand. A chair or two and the table stood uncertainly upon 
legs. The floor had been newly swept. The blue ribbons had 
been restored to the curtains, and the lambrequin, with its 
immense sheaves of yellow wheat and red roses of equal 
size, had been returned, in a worn and sorry state, to its 
place at the mantel. Maggie’s jacket and hat were gone 
from the nail behind the door. 

Jimmie walked to the window and began to look through 
the blurred glass. It occurred to him to wonder vaguely, for 
an instant, if some of the women of his acquaintance had 
brothers. 

Suddenly, however, he began to swear. “But he was me 
frien’! I brought ’im here! Dat’s d’ devil of it!’ He fumed 
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about the room, his anger gradually rising to the furious 
pitch. “I'll kill deh jay! Dat’s what P’ll do! Pl kill deh jay!” 

He clutched his hat and sprang toward the door. But it 
opened, and his mother’s great form blocked the passage. 
“What's d’ matter wid yeh?” exclaimed she, coming into 
the rooms. 

Jimmie gave vent to a sardonic curse and then laughed 
heavily. “Well, Maggie’sgonetehd’ devil! Dat’s what!See?”’ 

“Eh?” said his mother. 

“Maggie’s gone teh d’ devil! Are yehs deaf?” roared Jim- 
mie, impatiently. 

“Aw, git out!”” murmured the mother, astounded. 

Jimmie grunted, and then began to stare out the window. 
His mother sat down in a chair, but a moment later sprang 
erect and delivered a maddened whirl of oaths. Her son 
turned to look at her as she reeled and swayed in the middle 
of the room, her fierce face convulsed with passion, her 
blotched arms raised high in imprecation. 

“May she be cursed for ever!” she shrieked. “May she 
eat nothin’ but stones and deh dirt in deh street. May she 
sleep in deh gutter an’ never see deh sun shine again. D’ 
bloomin’ 

“Here now,” said herson. “Go fallon yerself, an’ quit dat.” 

The mother raised lamenting eyes to the ceiling. “She’s 
d’ devil’s own chil’, Jimmie,” she whispered. “Ah, who would 
t’ink such a bad girl could grow up in our fambly, Jimmie, 
me son. Many d’ hour I’ve spent in talk wid dat girl an’ tol’ 
her if she ever went on d’ streets I’d see her damned. An’ 
after all her bringin’-up an’ what I tol’ her and talked wid 
her, she goes teh d’ bad, like a duck teh water.” 
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The tears rolled down her furrowed face. Her hands trem- 
bled. “An’ den when dat Sadie MacMallister next door to 
us was sent teh d’ devil by dat feller what worked in d’ 
soap factory, didn’t I tell our Mag dat if she——” 

“Ah, dat’s anudder story,” interrupted the brother. “Of 
course, dat Sadie was nice an’ all dat—but—see?—it ain’t 
dessame as if—well, Maggie was diff’ent—see?—she was 
diffent.” He was trying to formulate a theory that he had 
always unconsciously held, that all sisters excepting his 
own could, advisedly, be ruined. 

He suddenly broke out again. “T’ll go t'ump d’ mug what 
done her d’ harm. I’ll kill ’im! He t’inks he kin scrap, but 
when he gits me a-chasin’ ’im he’ll fin’ out where he’s wrong, 
d’ big stiff! 1’ll wipeup d’ street wid’im.” Ina fury he plunged 
out the doorway. 

As he vanished the mother raised her head and lifted both 
hands, entreating. “May she be cursed for ever!” she cried. 

In the darkness of the hallway Jimmie discerned a knot 
of women talking volubly. When he strode by they paid no 
attention to him. “She allus was a bold thing,” he heard 
one of them cry in an eager voice. “Dere wasn’t a feller 
come teh deh house but she’d try teh mash ’im. My Annie 
says deh shameless t’ing tried teh ketch her feller, her own 
feller, what we useter know his fader.” 

“I could ’a’ tol’ yehs dis two years ago,”’ said a woman, in 
a key of triumph. “Yes, sir, it was over two years ago dat I 
says teh my ol’ man, I says, ‘Dat Johnsongirlain’tstraight,’ 
I says. “Oh, rats!’ he says. ‘Oh, hell!’ “Dat’s all right,’ I says, 
‘but I know what I knows,’ I says, ‘an’ it’ll come out later. 
You wait an’ see,’ J says, ‘you see.’” 
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“Anybody what had eyes could see dat dere was some- 
thin’ wrong wid dat girl. I didn’t like her actions.” 

On the street Jimmie met a friend. “What’s wrong?” 
asked the latter. 

Jimmie explained. “An’ I’llt’ump’im till he can’t stand.” 

“Oh, go ahn!” said the friend. “What’s deh use! Yeh’ll 
git pulled in! Everybody ’ill be on to it! An’ ten plunks! Gee!” 

Jimmie was determined. “He t’inks he kin scrap, but he’ll 
fin’ out diff’ent.” 

“Gee!” remonstrated the friend, “what’s d’ use?” 


XI 


On A coRNER a glass-fronted building shed a yellow glare 
upon the pavements. The open mouth of a saloon called 
seductively to passengers to enter and annihilate sorrow or 
create rage. 

The interior of the place was papered in olive and bronze 
tints of imitation leather. A shining bar of counterfeit mas- 
siveness extended down the side of the room. Behind it a 
great mahogany-imitation sideboard reached the ceiling. 
Upon its shelves rested pyramids of shimmering glasses that 
were never disturbed. Mirrors set in the face of the side- 
board multiplied them. Lemons, oranges, and paper nap- 
kins, arranged with mathematical precision, sat among the 
glasses. Many-hued decanters of liquor perched at regular 
intervals on the lower shelves. A nickel-plated cash-register 
occupied a place in the exact centre of the general effect. 
The elementary senses of it all seemed to be opulence and 
geometrical accuracy. 
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Across from the bar a smaller counter held a collection of 
plates upon which swarmed frayed fragments of crackers, 
slices of boiled ham, dishevelled bits of cheese, and pickles 
swimming in vinegar. An odour of grasping, begrimed hands 
and munching mouths pervaded all. 

Pete, in a white jacket, was behind the bar bending ex- 
pectantly toward a quiet stranger. “A beeh,” said the man. 
Pete drew a foam-topped glassful, and set it dripping upon 
the bar. 

At this moment the light bamboo doors at the entrance 
swung open and crashed against the wall. Jimmie and a 
companion entered. They swaggered unsteadily but bellig- 
erently toward the bar, and looked at Pete with bleared 
and blinking eyes. 

“Gin,” said Jimmie. 

“Gin,” said the companion. 

Pete slid a bottle and two glasses along the bar. He bent 
his head sideways as he assiduously polished away with a 
napkin at the gleaming wood. He wore a look of watchful- 
ness. 

Jimmie and his companion kept their eyes upon the bar- 
tender and conversed loudly in tones of contempt. 

“He’s a dandy masher, ain’t he?” laughed Jimmie. 

“Well, ain’t he!” said the companion, sneering. “He’s 
great, he is. Git on to deh mug on deh blokie. Dat’s enough 
to make a feller turn handsprings in ’is sleep.” 

The quiet stranger moved himself and his glass a trifle 
farther away and maintained an attitude of obliviousness. 

“Gee! ain’t he hot stuff?” 

“Git on to his shape!” 
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“Hey!” cried Jimmie, in tones of command. Pete came 
along slowly, with a sullen dropping of the under lip. 

“Well,” he growled, ““what’s eatin’ yehs?”’ 

“Gin,” said Jimmie. 

“Gin,” said the companion. 

As Pete confronted them with the bottle and the glasses 
they laughed in his face. Jimmie’s companion, evidently 
overcomewithmerriment, pointedagrimy forefingerin Pete’s 
direction. “Say, Jimmie,” demanded he, “‘what’s dat be- 
hind @’ bar?” 

“Looks like some chump,” replied Jimmie. They laughed 
loudly. 

Pete put down a bottle with a bang and turned a formida- 
ble face toward them. He disclosed his teeth, and his shoul- 
ders heaved restlessly. “You fellers can’t guy me,” he said. 
“Drink yer stuff an’ git out an’ don’ make no trouble.” 

Instantly the laughter faded from the faces of the two 
men, and expressions of offended dignity immediately came. 
“Aw, who has said anyt’ing t’ you?” cried they in the same 
breath. 

The quiet stranger looked at the door calculatingly. 

“Ah, come off,” said Pete to the two men. “Don’t pick 
me up fer no jay. Drink yer rum an’ git out an’ don’ make 
no trouble.” 

“Aw, go ahn!” airily cried Jimmie. 

“Aw, go ahn!” airily repeated his companion. 

“We goes when we git ready! See?” continued Jimmie. 

“Well,” said Pete in a threatening voice, “don’ make no 
trouble.”’ 

Jimmie suddenly leaned forward with his head on one 
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side. He snarled like a wild animal. “Well, what if we does? 
See?” said he. 

Hot blood flushed into Pete’s face, and he shot a lurid 
glance at Jimmie. “Well, den we’ll see who’s d’ bes’ man, 
you or me,” he said. 

The quiet stranger moved modestly toward the door. 

Jimmie began to swell with valour. “Don’ pick meup fer no 
tenderfoot.When yeh tackles me yeh tackles one ofd’ bes’ men 
in d’ city. See? I’m ascrapper, I am. Ain’t dat right, Billie?” 

“Sure, Mike,” responded his companion in tones of con- 
viction. 

“Aw!” said Pete, easily. “Go fall on yerself.” 

The two men again began to laugh. 

“What is dat talking?” cried the companion. 

“Don’ ast me, replied Jimmiewithexaggeratedcontempt. 

Pete made a furious gesture. ‘““Git outa here now, an’ don’ 
make no trouble. See? Youse fellers er lookin’ fer a scrap, 
an’ it’s like yeh’ll fin’ one if yeh keeps on shootin’ off yer 
mout’s. I know yehs! See? I kin lick better men dan yehs 
ever saw in yer lifes. Dat’s right! See? Don’ pick me up fer 
no stiff, er yeh might be jolted out in d’ street before yeh 
knows where yeh is. When I comes from behind dis bar, I 
t’rows yehs bote inteh d’ street. See?” 

“Ah, go ahn!” cried the two men in chorus. 

The glare of a panther came into Pete’s eyes. “‘Dat’s 
what I said! Unnerstan’?” 

He came through a passage at the end of the bar and 
swelled down upon the two men. They stepped promptly 
forward and crowded close to him. They bristled like three 
roosters. They moved their heads pugnaciously and kept 
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their shoulders braced. The nervous muscles about each 
mouth twitched with a forced smile of mockery. 

“Well, what yer goin’ t’ do?” gritted Jimmie. 

Pete stepped warily back, waving his hands before him 
to keep the men from coming too near. 

“Well, what yer goin’ t’ do?” repeated Jimmie’sally. They 
kept close to him, taunting and leering. They strove to make 
him attempt the initial blow. 

“Keep back now! Don’ crowd me,” said Pete ominously. 

Again they chorused in contempt. “Aw, go ahn!” 

In a small, tossing group, the three men edged for posi- 
tions like frigates contemplating battle. 

“Well, why don’ yeh try t’ t’row us out?” cried Jimmie 
and his ally with copious sneers. 

The bravery of bulldogs sat upon the faces of the men. 
Their clenched fists moved like eager weapons. The allied 
two jostled the bartender’s elbows, glaring at him with fe- 
verish eyes and forcing him toward the wall. 

Suddenly Pete swore furiously. The flash of action gleamed 
from his eyes. He threw back his arm and aimed a tremen- 
dous, lightning-like blow at Jimmie’s face. His foot swung 
a step forward and the weight of his body was behind his 
fist. Jimmie ducked his head, Bowery-like, with the quick- 
ness of a cat. The fierce answering blows of Jimmie and his 
ally crushed on Pete’s bowed head. 

The quiet stranger vanished. 

The arms of the combatants whirled in the air like flails. 
The faces of the men, at first flushed to flame-coloured 
anger, now began to fade to the pallor of warriors in the blood 
and heat of a battle. Their lips curled back and stretched 
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tightly over the gums in ghoul-like grins. Through their 
white, gripped teeth struggled hoarse whisperings of oaths. 
Their eyes glittered with murderous fire. 

Each head was huddled between its owner’s shoulders, and 
arms were swinging with marvellous rapidity. Feet scraped 
to and fro with a loud scratching sound upon the sanded 
floor. Blows left crimson blotches upon the pale skin. The 
curses of the first quarter-minute of the fight died away. 
The breaths of the fighters came wheezing from their lips 
and the three chests were straining and heaving. Pete at 
intervals gave vent to low, laboured hisses, that sounded 
like a desire to kill. Jimmie’s ally gibbered at times like a 
wounded maniac. Jimmie was silent, fighting with the face 
of a sacrificial priest. The rage of fear shone in all their eyes, 
and their blood-coloured fists whirled. 

At a critical moment a blow from Pete’s hand struck the 
ally, and he crashed to the floor. He wriggled instantly to 
his feet and, grasping the quiet stranger’s beer-glass from 
the bar, hurled it at Pete’s head. 

High on the wall it burst like a bomb, shivering frag- 
ments flying in all directions. Then missiles came to every 
man’s hand. The place had heretofore appeared free of things 
to throw, but suddenly glasses and bottles went singing 
through the air. They were thrown point-blank at bobbing 
heads. The pyramids of shimmering glasses, that had never 
been disturbed, changed to cascades as heavy bottles were 
flung into them. Mirrors splintered to nothing. 

The three frothing creatures on the floor buried them- 
selves in a frenzy for blood. There followed in the wake of 
missiles and fists some unknown prayers, perhaps for death. 
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The quiet stranger had sprawled very pyrotechnically out 
on the sidewalk.A laugh ran up and down the avenue for the 
half of a block. “Dey’ve t’rowed a bloke inteh deh street.” 

People heard the sound of breaking glass and shuffling 
feet within the saloon and came running. A small group, 
bending down to look under the bamboo doors, and watch- 
ing the fall of glass and three pairs of violent legs, changed 
in a moment to a crowd. A policeman came charging down 
the sidewalk and bounced through the doors into the sa- 
loon. The crowd bent and surged in absorbing anxiety to see. 

Jimmie caught the first sight of the oncoming interrup- 
tion. On his feet he had the same regard for a policeman 
that, when on his truck, he had for a fire-engine. He howled 
and ran for the side door. 

The officer made a terrific advance, club in hand. One 
comprehensive sweep of the long night-stick threw the ally 
to the floor and forced Pete to a corner. With his disen- 
gaged hand he made a furious effort at Jimmie’s coat-tails. 
Then he regained his balance and paused. ‘“‘Well, well, you 
are a pair of pictures. What have ye been up to?” 

Jimmie, with his face drenched in blood, escaped up a 
side street, pursued a short distance by some of the more 
law-loving or excited individuals of the crowd. 

Later, from a safe dark corner, he saw the policeman, the 
ally, and the bartender emerge from the saloon. Pete locked 
the doors and then followed up the avenue in the rear of 
the crowd-encompassed policeman and his charge. 

At first Jimmie, with his heart throbbing at battle heat, 
started to go desperately to the rescue of his friend, but he 
halted. ‘Ah, what’s d’ use?” he demanded of himself. 
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XII 


In A HALL of irregular shape sat Pete and Maggie drinking 
beer. A submissive orchestra dictated ta by a spectacled 
man with frowsy hair and in soiled evening dress, industri- 
ously followed the bobs of his head and the waves of his 
baton. A ballad-singer, in a gown of flaming scarlet, sang in 
the inevitable voice of brass. When she vanished, men seated 
at the tables near the front applauded loudly, pounding the 
polished wood with their beer-glasses. She returned attired 
in less gown, and sang again. She received another enthu- 
siastic encore. She reappeared in still less gown and danced. 
The deafening rumble of glasses and clapping of hands that 
followed her exit indicated an overwhelming desire to have 
her come on for the fourth time, but the curiosity of the 
audience was not gratified. 

Maggie was pale. From her eyes had been plucked all 
look of self-reliance. She leaned with a dependent air toward 
her companion. She was timid, as if fearing his anger or 
displeasure. She seemed to beseech tenderness of him. 

Pete’s air of distinguished valour had grown upon him 
until it threatened to reach stupendous dimensions. He was 
infinitely gracious to the girl. It was apparent to her that 
his condescension was a marvel. He could appear to strut 
even while sitting still, and he showed that he was a lion of 
lordly characteristics by the air with which he spat. 

With Maggie gazing at him wonderingly, he took pride 
in commanding the waiters, who were, however, indifferent 
or deaf. “Hi, you, git a russle on yehs! What yehs lookin’ 
at? Two more beehs, d’ yeh hear?” He leaned back and 
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critically regarded the person of a girl with a straw-coloured 
wig who was flinging her heels about upon the stage in 
somewhat awkward imitation of a well-known danseuse. 

At times Maggie told Pete long confidential tales of her 
former home life, dwelling upon the escapades of the other 
members of the family and the difficulties she had had to 
combat in order to obtain a degree of comfort. He responded 
in the accents of philanthropy. He pressed her arm with an 
air of reassuring proprietorship. 

“Dey was cursed jays,” he said, denouncing the mother 
and brother. 

The sound of the music which, through the efforts of the 
frowsy-headed leader, drifted to her ears in the smoke-filled 
atmosphere, made the girl dream. She thought of her former 
Rum Alley environment and turned to regard Pete’s strong 
protecting fists. She thought of a collar-and-cuff manufac- 
tory and the eternal moan of the proprietor: ‘““What een 
hale do you sink I pie fife dolla a week for? Play? No, py 
tamn!” She contemplated Pete’s man-subduing eyes and 
noted that wealth and prosperity were indicated by his 
clothes. She imagined a future rose-tinted because of its 
distance from all that she had experienced before. 

As to the present she perceived only vague reasons to be 
miserable. Her life was Pete’s, and she considered him worthy 
of the charge. She would be disturbed by no particular ap- 
prehensions so long as Pete adored her as he now said he 
did. She did not feel like a bad woman. To her knowledge 
she had never seen any better. 

At times men at other tables regarded the girl furtively. 
Pete, aware of it, nodded at her and grinned. He felt proud. 
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“Mag, yer a bloomin’ good looker,” he remarked, study- 
ing her face through the haze. The men made Maggie fear, 
but she blushed at Pete’s words as it became apparent to 
her that she was the apple of his eye. 

Grey-headed men, wonderfully pathetic i in their dissipa- 
tion, stared at her through clouds. Smooth-cheeked boys, 
some of them with faces of stone and mouths of sin, not 
nearly so pathetic as the grey heads, tried to find the girl’s 
eyes in the smoke-wreaths. Maggie considered she was not 
what they thought her. She confined her glances to Pete 
and the stage. 

The orchestra played negro melodies, and aversatiledrum- 
mer pounded, whacked, clattered, and scratched on a dozen 
machines to make noise. 

Those glances of the men, shot at Maggie from under 
half-closed lids, made her tremble. She thought them all to 
be worse men than Pete. “Come, let’s go,” she said. 

As they went out Maggie perceived two women seated 
at a table with some men. They were painted, and their 
cheeks had lost their roundness. As she passed them the 
girl, with a shrinking movement, drew back her skirts. 


XTi 


Jimmie did not return home for a number of days after the 
fight with Pete in the saloon. When he did, he approached 
with extreme caution. 

He found his mother raving. Maggie had not returned 
home. The parent continually wondered how her daughter 
could come to such a pass. She had never considered Maggie 
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as a pearl dropped unstained into Rum Alley from Heaven, 
but she could not conceive how it waspossible forherdaughter 
to fall so low as to bring disgrace upon her family. She was 
terrific in denunciation of the girl’s wickedness. 

The fact that the neighbours talked of it maddened her. 
When women came in, and in the course of their conversa- 
tion casually asked, ““Where’s Maggiedesedays?” themother 
shook her fuzzy head at them and appalled them with curses. 
Cunning hints inviting confidence she rebuffed with violence. 

“An’ wid all d’ bringin’-up she had, how could she?” 
moaningly she asked of her son. “‘Wid all d’ talkin’ wid her 
I did an’ d’ tings I tol’ her to remember. When a girl is 
bringed up d’ way I bringed up Maggie, how kin she go teh 
d’ devil?” 

Jimmie was transfixed by these questions. He could not 
conceivehow,underthe circumstances, his mother’s daughter 
and his sister could have been so wicked. 

His mother took a drink from a bottle that sat on the 
table. She continued her lament. “‘She had a bad heart, dat 
girl did, Jimmie. She was wicked t’ d’ heart an’ we never 
knowed it.” 

Jimmie nodded, admitting the fact. 

“We lived in d’ same house wid her an’ I brought her up, 
an’ we never knowed how bad she was.” 

Jimmie nodded again. 

“Wid a home like dis an’ a mudder like me, she went teh 
d’ bad,” cried the mother, raising her eyes. 

One day Jimmie came home, sat down in a chair, and 
began to wriggle about with a new and strange nervous- 
ness. At last he spoke shamefacedly. “Well, look-a-here, 
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dis t’ing queers us! See? We’re queered! An’ maybe it ’ud 
be better if I—well, I t’ink I kin look ’er up an’—maybe it 
’ud be better if I fetched her home an’ ” 

The mother started from her chair and broke forth into a 
storm of passionate anger. “What! Let *er come an’ sleep 
under deh same roof wid her mudder agin? Oh, yes, I will, 
won’t I! Sure! Shame on yehs, Jimmie Johnson, fer sayin’ 
such a t’ing teh yer own mudder! Little did I t'ink when 
yehs was a babby playin’ about me feet dat ye’d grow up 
teh say sech a t’ing teh yer mudder—yer own mudder. I 
never t’ought——”’ 

Sobs choked her and interrupted her reproaches. 

“Dere ain’t nottin’ teh make sech trouble about,” said 
Jimmie. “I on’y says it ’ud be better if we keep dis t’ing 
dark, see? It queers us! See?” 

His mother laughed a laugh that seemed to ring through 
the city and be echoed and re-echoed by countless other 
laughs. “Oh, yes, I will, won’t I? Sure!” 

“Well, yeh must take me fer a damn fool,” said Jimmie, 
indignant at his mother for mocking him. “I didn’t say 
we'd make ’er inteh a little tin angel, ner nottin’, but deh 
way it is now she can queer us! Don’che see?”’ 

“Ay, she'll git tired of deh life atter a while, an’ den she'll 
wanna be a-comin’ home, won’ she, deh beast! I’ll let er in 
den, won’t I?” 

“Well, I didn’t mean none of dis prod’gal bus’ness any- 
way, explained Jimmie. 

“Ttwa’n’t noprod’gal daughter, yeh fool,”’said themother. 
“Tt was prod’gal son, anyhow.” 

“T know dat,” said Jimmie. 
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For a time they sat in silence. The mother’s eyes gloated 
on the scene which her imagination called before her. Her 
lips were set in a vindictive smile. “Ay, she’ll cry, won’ she, 
an’ carry on, an’ tell how Pete, or some odder feller, beats 
"er, an’ she’ll say she’s sorry an’ all dat, an’ she ain’t happy, 
she ain’t, an’ she wants to come home agin, she does.”’ With 
grim humour the mother imitated the possible wailing notes 
of the daughter’s voice. “Den I’ll take ’er in, won’t I? She 
kin cry ’er two eyes out on deh stones of deh street before 
I'll dirty d’ place wid her. She abused an’ ill-treated her 
own mudder—her own mudder what loved her, an’ she’ll 
never git anodder chance.” 

Jimmie thought he had a great idea of women’s frailty, 
but he could not understand why any of his kin should be 
victims. “Curse her!’ he said fervidly. Again he wondered 
vaguely if some of the women of his acquaintance had 
brothers. Nevertheless, his mind did not for an instant con- 
fuse himself with those brothers nor his sister with theirs. 

After the mother had, with great difficulty, suppressed the 
neighbours, she went among them and proclaimed her grief. 
“May Heaven forgive dat girl,” was her continual cry. To 
attentive ears she recited the whole length and breadth of 
her woes. “I bringed ’er up deh way a daughter oughta be 
bringed up, an’ dis is how she served me! She went teh deh 
devil deh first chance she got! May Heaven forgive her.” 

When arrested for drunkenness she used the story of her 
daughter’s downfall with telling effect upon the police jus- 
tices. Finally one of them said to her, peering down over 
his spectacles: “Mary, the records of this and other courts 
show that you are the mother of forty-two daughters who 
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have been ruined. The case is unparalleled in the annals of 
this court, and this court thinks a3 

The mother went through life shedding large tears of 
sorrow. Her red face was a picture of agony. 

Of course Jimmie publicly damned his'sister that he might 
appear on a higher social plane. But, arguing with himself, 
stumbling about in ways that he knew not, he, once, almost 
came to a conclusion that his sister would have been more 
firmly good had she better known how. However, he felt 
that he could not hold sucha view. He threw it hastily aside. 





XIV 


In A HILARIOUS HALL there were twenty-eight tables and 
twenty-eight women and a crowd of smoking men. Valiant 
noise was made on a stage at the end of the hall by an or- 
chestra composed of men who looked as if they had just 
happened in. Soiled waiters ran to and fro, swooping down 
like hawks on the unwary in the throng; clattering along 
the aisles with trays covered with glasses; stumbling over 
women’s skirts and charging two prices for everything but 
beer, all with a swiftness that blurred the view of the coco- 
nut palms and dusty monstrosities painted upon the walls 
of the room. A “‘bouncer,” with an immense load of busi- 
ness upon his hands, plunged about in the crowd, dragging 
bashful strangers to prominent chairs, ordering waiters here 
and there, and quarrelling furiously with men who wanted 
to sing with the orchestra. 

The usual smoke-cloud was present, but so dense that 
heads and arms seemed entangled in it. The rumble of con- 
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versation was replaced by a roar. Plenteous oaths heaved 
through the air. The room rang with the shrill voices of 
women bubbling over with drink-laughter. The chief ele- 
ment in the music of the orchestra was speed. The musi- 
cians played in intent fury. A woman was singing and smiling 
upon the stage, but no one took notice of her. The rate at 
which the piano, cornet, and violins were going seemed to 
impart wildness to the half-drunken crowd. Beer-glasses 
were emptied at a gulp and conversation became a rapid 
chatter. The smoke eddied and swirled like a shadowy river 
hurrying toward some unseen falls. Pete and Maggie en- 
tered the hall and took chairs at a table near the door. The 
woman who was seated there made an attempt to occupy 
Pete’s attention, and, failing, went away. 

Three weeks had passed since the girl had left home. The 
air of spaniel-like dependence had beenmagnifiedandshowed 
its direct effect in the peculiar off-handedness and ease of 
Pete’s ways toward her. She followed Pete’s eyes with hers, 
anticipating with smiles gracious looks from him. 

A woman of brilliance and audacity, accompanied by a 
mere boy, came into the place and took a seat near them. 
At once Pete sprang to his feet, his face beaming with glad 
surprise. “Hully gee, dere’s Nellie!” he cried. He went over 
to the table and held out an eager hand to the woman. 

“Why, hello, Pete, me boy, how are you?” said she, giv- 
ing him her fingers. 

Maggie took instant note of the woman. She perceived 
that her black dress fitted her to perfection. Her linen collar 
and cuffs were spotless. Tan gloves were stretched over her 
well-shaped hands. A hat of a prevailing fashion perched 
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jauntily upon her dark hair. She wore no jewellery and was 
painted with no apparent paint. She looked clear-eyed 
through the stares of the men. 

“Sit down, and call your lady friend over,” she said to 
Pete. At his beckoning Maggie came and sat between Pete 
and the mere boy. 

“T t’ought yeh was gone away fer good,” began Pete, at 
once. “When did yeh git back? How did dat Buff’lo busi- 
ness turn out?” 

The woman shrugged her shoulders. “‘Well, he didn’t have 
as many stamps as he tried to make out, so I shook him, 
that’s all.” 

“Well, I’m glad teh see yehs back in deh city,” said Pete, 
with gallantry. He and the woman entered into a long con- 
versation, exchanging reminiscences of days together. Mag- 
gie sat still, unable to formulate an intelligent sentence as 
her addition to the conversation, and painfully aware of it. 

She saw Pete’s eyes sparkle as he gazed upon the hand- 
some stranger. He listened smilingly to all she said. The 
woman was familiar with all his affairs, asked him about 
mutual friends, and knew the amount of his salary. She 
paid no attention to Maggie, looking toward her once or 
twice and apparently seeing the wall beyond. 

The mere boy was sulky. In the beginning he had wel- 
comed the additions with acclamations. “‘Let’s all have a 
drink! What’ll you take, Nell? And you, Miss What’s-your- 
name. Have a drink, Mr. you, I mean.” He had shown 
a sprightly desire to do the talking for the company and 
tell all about his family. In a loud voice he declaimed on 
various topics. He assumed a patronizing air toward Pete. 
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As Maggie was silent, he paid no attention to her. He made 
a great show of lavishing wealth upon the woman of bril- 
liance and audacity. 

“Do keep still, Freddie! You talk like a clock,” said the 
woman to him. She turned away and devoted her attention 
to Pete. “We'll have many a good time together again, eh?” 

“Sure, Mike,” said Pete, enthusiastic at once. 

“Say,” whispered she, leaning forward, “let’s go over to 
Billie’s and have a time.” 

“Well, it’s dis way! See?” said Pete. “I got dis lady frien’ 
here.” 

“Oh, g’way with her,” argued the woman. 

Pete appeared disturbed. | 

“All right,” said she, nodding her head at him. “All right 
for you! We’ll see the next time you ask me to go any- 
wheres with you.” 

Pete squirmed. “Say,” he said, beseechingly, “come wid 
me a minute an’ [ll tell yer why.” 

The woman waved her hand. “Oh, that’s all right, you 
needn’t explain, you know. You wouldn’t come merely be- 
cause you wouldn’t come, that’s all.” To Pete’s visible dis- 
tress she turned to the mere boy, bringing him speedily out 
of a terrific rage. He had been debating whether it would 
be the part of a man to pick a quarrel with Pete, or would 
he be justified in striking him savagely with his beer-glass 
without warning. But he recovered himself when the woman 
turned to renew her smilings. He beamed upon her with an 
expression that wassomewhattipsy andinexpressibly tender. 

“Say, shake that Bowery jay,” requested he, in a loud 
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“Freddie, you are so funny,” she replied. 

Pete reached forward and touched the woman on the 
arm. “(Come out a minute while I tells yeh why I can’t go 
wid yer. Yer doin’ me dirt, Nell! I never t’ought ye’d do me 
dirt, Nell. Come on, will yer?’ He spoke in tones of injury. 

“Why, I don’t see why I should be interested in your ex- 
planations,” said the woman, with a coldness that seemed 
to reduce Pete toa pulp. 

His eyes pleaded with her. “Come out a minute while I 
tells yeh. On d’ level, now.” 

The woman nodded slightly at Maggie and the mere boy, 
saying, ““’Scuse me.” 

The mere boy interrupted his loving smile and turned a 
shrivelling glare upon Pete. His boyish countenance flushed 
and he spoke in a whine to the woman: “Oh, I say, Nellie, 
this ain’t a square deal, you know. You aren’t goin’ to 
leave me and go off with that duffer, are you? I should 
think——” 

“Why, you dear boy, of course I’m not,” cried the woman, 
affectionately. She bent over and whispered in his ear. He 
smiled again and settled in his chair as if resolved to wait 
patiently. 

As the woman walked down between the rows of tables, 
Pete was at her shoulder talking earnestly, apparently in 
explanation. The woman waved her hands with studied airs 
of indifference. The doors swung behind them, leaving Mag- 
gie and the mere boy seated at the table. 

Maggie was dazed. She could dimly perceive that some- 
thing stupendous had happened. She wondered why Pete 
saw fit to remonstrate with the woman, pleading forgive- 
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ness with his eyes. She thought she noted an air of submis- 
sion about her leonine Pete. She was astounded. 

The mere boy occupied himself with cocktails and a cigar. 
He was tranquilly silent for half an hour. Then he bestirred 
himself and spoke. “‘Well,” he said, sighing, “I knew this 
was the way it would be. They got cold feet.” There was 
another stillness. The mere boy seemed to be musing. “She 
was pulling m’ leg. That’s the whole amount of it,” he said, 
suddenly. “It’s a bloomin’ shame the way that girl does. 
Why, I’ve spent over two dollars in drinks to-night. And 
she goes off with that plug-ugly, who looks as if he had been 
hit in the face with a coin die. I call it rocky treatment 
for a fellah like me. Here, waiter, bring me a cocktail, and 
make it strong.” 

Maggie made no reply. She was watching the doors. 

“Tt’s a mean piece of business,” complained the mere 
boy. He explained to her how amazing it was that anybody 
should treat him in such a manner. “But I’ll get square 
with her, you bet. She won’t get far ahead of yours truly, 
you know,” he added, winking. “‘T’ll tell her plainly that it 
was bloomin’ mean business. And she won’t come it over 
me with any of her ‘now-Freddie-dear’s.’ She thinks my 
name is Freddie, you know, but of course it ain’t. I always 
tell these people some name like that, because if they got 
on to your right name they might use it sometime. Under- 
stand? Oh, they don’t fool me much.” 

Maggie was paying no attention, being intent upon the 
doors. The mere boy relapsed into a period of gloom, dur- 
ing which he exterminated a number of cocktails with a 
determined air, as if replying defiantly to fate. He occa- 
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sionally broke forth into sentences composed of invectives 
joined together in a long chain. 

The girl was still staring at the doors. After a time the 
mere boy began to see cobwebs just in front of his nose. He 
spurred himself into being agreeable and insisted upon her 
having a Charlotte Russe and a glass of beer. 

“They’s gone,” he remarked, “‘they’s gone.” He looked at 
her through the smoke-wreaths. “Shay, lil’ girl, we might- 
ish well make bes’ of it. You ain’t such bad-lookin’ girl, 
y’ know. Not half bad. Can’t come up to Nell, though. No, 
can’t do it! Well, I should shay not! Nell fine-lookin’ girl! 
F-i-n-ine. You look bad longsider her, but by y’self ain’t 
so bad. Have to do, anyhow. Nell gone. O’ny you left. Not 
half bad, though.” 

Maggie stood up. “I’m going home,” she said. 

The mere boy started. “Eh? What? Home!” he cried, 
struck with amazement. “I beg pardon, did hear say home?” 

“Tm going home,” she repeated. 

“Great heavens! what hav’ a struck?’ demanded the 
mere boy of himself, stupefied. In a semi-comatose state he 
conducted her on board an up-town car, ostentatiously paid 
her fare, leered kindly at her through the rear window, and 
fell off the steps. 


XV 


A FORLORN WOMAN went along a lighted avenue. The street 
was filled with people desperately bound on missions. An 
endless crowd darted at the elevated station stairs, and the 
horse-cars were thronged with owners of bundles. 

The pace of the forlorn woman was slow. She was ap- 
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parently searching for some one. She loitered near the doors 
of saloons and watched men emerge from them. She fur- 
tively scanned the faces in the rushing stream of pedestri- 
ans. Hurrying men, bent on catching some boat or train, 
jostled her elbows, failing to notice her, their thoughts fixed 
on distant dinners. 

The forlorn woman had a peculiar face. Her smile was no 
smile. But when in repose her features had a shadowy look 
that was like a sardonic grin, as if some one had sketched 
with cruel forefinger indelible lines about her mouth. 

Jimmie came strolling up the avenue. The woman en- 
countered him with an aggrieved air. “Oh, Jimmie, I’ve 
been lookin’ all over for yehs ” she began. 

Jimmie made an impatient gesture and quickened his 
pace. “Ah, don’t bodder me!” he said, with the savageness 
of a man whose life is pestered. 

The woman followed him along the sidewalk in some- 
what the manner of a suppliant. “But, Jimmie,” she said, 
“yehs told me yehs ye 

Jimmie turned upon her fiercely as if resolved to make a 
last stand for comfort and peace. “Say, Hattie, don’ foller 
me from one end of deh city teh deh odder. Let up, will 
yehs! Give me a minute’s res’, can’t yehs? Yehs makes me 
tired, allus taggin’ me. See? Ain’ yehs got no sense? Do 
yehs want people teh get on to me? Go chase yerself.” 

The woman stepped closer and laid her fingers on his arm. 
“But, look a’ here is 

Jimmie snarled. “Oh, go teh blazes!” He darted into the 
front door of a convenient saloon and a moment later came 
out into the shadows that surrounded the side door. On the 
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brilliantly lighted avenue he perceived the forlorn woman 
dodging about like a scout. Jimmie laughed with an air of 
relief and went away. 

When he returned home he found his mother clamour- 
ing. Maggie had returned. She stood shivering beneath the 
torrent of her mother’s wrath. 

“Well, I’m damned!” said Jimmie in greeting. 

His mother, tottering about the room, pointed a quiver- 
ing forefinger. “Look ut her, Jimmie, look ut her. Dere’s 
yer sister, boy. Dere’s yer sister. Look ut her! Look ut her!” 
She screamed at Maggie with scoffing laughter. 

The girl stood in the middle of the room. She edged about 
as if unable to find a place on the floor to put her feet. 

“Haha, ha!” bellowed the mother. ““Dere she stands! Ain’t 
she purty? Look ut her! Ain’ she sweet, deh beast? Look ut 
her!Ha, ha! look ut her!’ She lurched forward and put herred 
and seamed hands upon her daughter’s face. She bent down 
and peered keenly up into the eyes of the girl. “Oh, she’s 
jes’ dessame as she ever was, ain’ she? She’s her mudder’s 
putty darlin’ yit, ain’ she? Look ut her, Jimmie. Come here 
and look ut her.” 

The loud, tremendous railing of the mother brought the 
denizens of the Rum Alley tenement to their doors. Women 
came in the hallways. Children scurried to and fro. 

“What’s up? Dat Johnson party on anudder tear?” 

“Naw! Young Mag’s come home!” 

“Git out!” 

Through the open doors curious eyes stared in at Maggie. 
Children ventured into the room and ogled her as if they 
formed the front row at a theatre. Women, without, bent 
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toward each other and whispered, nodding their heads with 
airs of profound philosophy. 

A baby, overcome with curiosity concerning this object 
at which all were looking, sidled forward and touched her 
dress, cautiously, as if investigating a red-hot stove. Its 
mother’s voice rang out like a warning trumpet. She rushed 
forward and grabbed her child, casting a terrible look of 
indignation at the girl. 

Maggie’s mother paced to and fro, addressing the door- 
ful of eyes, expounding like a glib showman. Her voice rang 
through the building. “Dere she stands,” she cried, wheel- 
ing suddenly and pointing with dramatic finger. “Dere she 
stands! Look ut her! Ain’ she a dandy? An’ she was so good 
as to come home teh her mudder, she was! Ain’ shea beaut’? 
Ain’ she a dandy?” 

The jeering cries ended in another burst of shrill laughter. 

The girl seemed to awaken. “Jimmie——” 

He drew hastily back from her. “Well, now, yer a ting, 
ain’ yeh?” he said, his lips curling in scorn. Radiant virtue 
sat upon his brow, and his repelling hands expressed horror 
of contamination. 

Maggie turned and went. 

The crowd at the door fell back precipitately. A baby 
falling down in front of the door wrenched a scream like 
that of a wounded animal from its mother. Another woman 
sprang forward and picked it up with a chivalrous air, as if 
rescuing a human being from an oncoming express train. 

As the girl passed down through the hall, she went before 
open doors framing more eyes strangely microscopic, and 
sending broad beams of inquisitive light into the darkness 
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of her path. On the second floor she met the gnarled old 
woman who possessed the music-box. 

“So,” she cried, “ere yehs are back again, are yehs? An’ 
dey’ve kicked yehs out? Well, come in an’ stay wid me 
t’-night. I ain’ got no moral standin’.” 

From above came an unceasing babble of tongues, over 


all of which rang the mother’s derisive laughter. 


XVI 


PETE DID NOT CONSIDER that he had ruined Maggie. If he 
had thought that her soul could never smile again, he would 
have believed the mother and brother, who were pyrotech- 
nic over the affair, to be responsible for it. Besides, in his 
world, souls did not insist upon being able to smile. “What 
d’ hell?” 

He felt a trifle entangled. It distressed him. Revelations 
and scenes might bring upon him the wrath of the owner of 
the saloon, who insisted upon respectability of an advanced 
type. “What do dey wanna raise such a smoke about it 
fer?’ demanded he of himself, disgusted with the attitude 
of the family. He saw no necessity that people should lose 
their equilibrium merely because theirsisteror theirdaughter 
had stayed away from home. Searching about in his mind 
for possible reasons for their conduct, he came upon the 
conclusion that Maggie’s motives were correct, but that 
the two others wished to snare him. He felt pursued. 

The woman whom hehad metin the hilarious hall showed a 
disposition to ridiculehim.“‘A little pale thing with nospirit,” 
she said. “Did you note the expression of her eyes? There 


€ 204 } 


es MAGGIE 7A 


was something in them about pumpkin pie and virtue. That 
is a peculiar way the left corner of her mouth has of twitch- 
ing, isn’t it? Dear, dear, Pete, what are you coming to?” 

Pete asserted at once that he never was very much in- 
terested in the girl. The woman interrupted him, laughing. 
“Oh, it’s not of the slightest consequence to me, my dear 
young man. You needn’t draw maps for my benefit. Why 
should I be concerned about it?” But Pete continued with 
his explanations. If he was laughed at for his tastesin women, 
he felt obliged to say that they were only temporary or in- 
different ones. 

The morning after Maggie had departed from home Pete 
stood behind the bar. He was immaculate in white jacket 
and apron, and his hair was plastered over his brow with 
infinite correctness. No customers were in the place. Pete 
was twisting his napkined fist slowly in a beer-glass, softly 
whistling to himself, and occasionally holding the object of 
his attention between his eyes and a few weak beams of 
sunlight that found their way over the thick screens and 
into the shaded rooms. 

With lingering thoughts of the woman of brilliance and 
audacity, the bartender raised his head and stared through 
the varying cracks between the swaying bamboo doors. Sud- 
denly the whistling pucker faded from hislips. He saw Mag- 
gie walking slowly past. Hegave a great start, fearing for the 
previously mentioned eminent respectability of the place. 

He threw a swift, nervous glance about him, all at once 
feeling guilty. No one was in the room. He went hastily 
over to the side door. Opening it and looking out, he per- 
ceived Maggie standing, as if undecided, at the corner. She 


€ 205 } 


ee MAFOR CONFLICTS 


was searching the place with her eyes. As she turned her 
face toward him, Pete beckoned to her hurriedly, intent 
upon returning with speed to a position behind the bar, and 
to the atmosphere of respectability upon which the propri- 
etor insisted. 

Maggie came to him, the anxious look disappearing from 
her face and a smile wreathing her lips. “Oh, Pete——”’ she 
began brightly. 

The bartender made a violent gesture of impatience. “Oh, 
say,” cried he vehemently. ““What d’ yeh wannahang aroun’ 
here fer? Do yer wanna git me inteh trouble?” he demanded 
with an air of injury. 

Astonishment swept over the girl’s features. “Why, Pete! 
yehs tol’ me——” 

Pete’s glance expressed profound irritation. His counte- 
nance reddened with the anger of a man whose respectability 
is being threatened. “Say, yehs makes me tired! See? What 
d’ yeh wanna tag aroun’ atter me fer? Yeh’ll do me dirt wid 
d’ ol’ man an’ dey’ll be trouble! If he sees a woman roun’ 
here he’ll go crazy an’ I’ll lose me job! See? Ain’ yehs got no 
sense? Don’ be allus bodderin’ me. See? Yer brudder came 
in here an’ made trouble an’ d’ ol’ man hadda put up fer it! 
An’ now I’m done! See? I’m done.” 

The girl’s eyes stared into his face. “Pete, don’ yeh 
remem “3 

“Oh, go ahn!” interrupted Pete, anticipating. 

The girl seemed to have a struggle with herself. She was 
apparently bewildered and could not find speech. Finally 
she asked in a low voice, “But where kin I go?” 

The question exasperated Pete beyond the powers of en- 
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durance. It was a direct attempt to give him some respon- 
sibility ina matter thatdidnotconcernhim. Inhisindignation 
he volunteered information. “Oh, go to hell!” cried he. He 
slammed the door furiously and returned, with an air of re- 
lief, to his respectability. 

“Maggie went away. She wandered aimlessly for several 
blocks. She stopped once and asked aloud a question of her- 
self: “Who?” A man who was passing near her shoulder 
humorously took the questioning word as intended for him. 
“Eh! What? Who? Nobody! I didn’t say anything,” he 
laughingly said, and continued his way. 

Soon the girl discovered that if she walked with such ap- 
parent aimlessness, some men looked at her with calculat- 
ing eyes. She quickened her step, frightened. As aprotection, 
she adopted a demeanour of intentnessas if going somewhere. 

After a time she left rattling avenues and passed between 
rows of houses with sternness and stolidity stamped upon 
their features. She hung her head, for she felt their eyes 
grimly upon her. 

Suddenly she came upon a stout gentleman in a silk hat 
and a chaste black coat, whose decorous row of buttons 
reached from his chin to his knees. The girl had heard of 
the grace of God and she decided to approach this man. 
His beaming, chubby face was a picture of benevolence and 
kind-heartedness. His eyes shone good will. 

But as the girl timidly accosted him he made a convul- 
sive movement and saved his respectability by a vigorous 
side-step. He did not risk it to save a soul. For how was he 
to know that there was a soul before him that needed saving? 
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XVII 


Upon A WET EVENING, several months later, two intermi- 
nable rows of cars, pulled by slipping horses, jangled along a 
prominent side street. A dozen cabs, with coat-enshrouded 
drivers, clattered to and fro. Electric lights, whirring softly, 
shed a blurred radiance. A flower-dealer, his feet tapping 
impatiently, his nose and his wares glistening with rain- 
drops, stood behind an array of roses and chrysanthemums. 
Two or three theatres emptied a crowd upon the storm- 
swept sidewalks. Men pulled their hats over their eyebrows 
and raised their collars to their ears. Women shrugged im, 
patient shoulders in their warm cloaks and stopped to ar- 
range their skirts for a walk through the storm. People who 
had been constrained to comparative silence for two hours 
burst into a roar of conversation, their hearts still kindling 
from the glowings of the stage. 

The sidewalks became tossing seas of umbrellas. Men 
stepped forth to hail cabs or cars, raising their fingers in 
varied forms of polite request or imperative demand. An 
endless procession wended toward elevated stations. An at- 
mosphere of pleasure and prosperity seemed to hang over 
the throng, born, perhaps, of good clothes and of two hours 
in a place of forgetfulness. 

In the mingled light and gloom of an adjacent park, a 
handful of wet wanderers, in attitudes of chronic dejection, 
were scattered among the benches. 

A girl of the painted cohorts of the city went along the 
street. She threw changing glances at men who passed her, 
giving smiling invitations to those of rural or untaught pat- 


€ 208 3} 


As MAGGIE Hs» 


tern and usually seeming sedately unconscious of the men 
witha metropolitan seal upon their faces. Crossing glittering 
avenues, she went into the throng emerging from the places 
of forgetfulness. She hurried forward through the crowd as 
if intent upon reaching a distant home, bending forward in 
her handsome cloak, daintily lifting her skirts, and picking 
for her well-shod feet the dryer spots upon the sidewalks. 

The restless doors of saloons, clashing to and fro, dis- 
closed animated rows of men before bars and hurrying bar- 
keepers. A concert-hall gave to the street faint sounds of 
swift, machine-like music, as if a group of phantom musi- 
cians were hastening. 

A tall young man, smoking a cigarette with a sublime 
air, strolled near the girl. He had on evening dress, a mous- 
tache, a chrysanthemum, and a look of ennui, all of which 
he kept carefully under his eye. Seeing the girl walk on as 
if such a young man as he was not in existence, he looked 
back transfixed with interest. He stared glassily for a mo- 
ment, but gave a slight convulsive start when he discerned 
that she was neither new, Parisian, nor theatrical. Hewheeled 
about hastily and turned his stare into the air, like a sailor 
with a searchlight. 

A stout gentleman, with pompous and philanthropic 
whiskers, went stolidly by, the broad of his back sneering 
at the girl. A belated man in business clothes, and in haste 
to catch a car, bounced against her shoulder. “Hi, there, 
Mary, I beg your pardon! Brace up, old girl.’ He grasped 
her arm to steady her, and then was away running down 
the middle of the street. 

The girl walked on out of the realm of restaurants and 


€ 209 } 


, A2 MAFOR CONFLICTS > 


saloons. She passed more glittering avenues and went into 
darker blocks than those where the crowd travelled. 

A young man in light overcoat and Derby hat received a 
glance shot keenly from the eyes of the girl. He stopped 
and looked at her, thrusting his hands into his pockets and 
making a mocking smile curl his lips. “Come, now, old lady,” 
he said, “you don’t mean to tell me that you sized me up 
for a farmer?” 

A labouring man marched along with bundles under his 
arms. To herremarkshe replied, “It’safineevenin’,ain’tit?” 

She smiled squarely into the face of a boy who was hur- 
rying by with his hands buried in his overcoat pockets, his 
blond locks bobbing on his youthful temples, and a cheery 
smile of unconcern upon his lips. He turned his head and 
smiled back at her, waving his hands. “Not this eve—some 
other eve.” 

A drunken man, reeling in her pathway, began to roar at 
her. “I ain’ go’ no money!” he shouted, in a dismal voice. 
He lurched on up the street, wailing to himself: “I ain’ go’ 
no money. Ba’ luck. Ain’ go’ no more money.” 

The girl went into gloomy districts near the river, where 
the tall black factories shut in the street and only occa- 
sional broad beams of light fell across the sidewalks from 
saloons. In front of one of these places, whence came the 
sound of a violin vigorously scraped, the patter of feet on 
boards, and the ring of loud laughter, there stood a man 
with blotched features. 

Farther on in the darkness she met a ragged being with 
shifting, bloodshot eyes and grimy hands. 

She went into the blackness of the final block. The shut- 
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ters of the tall buildings were closed like grim lips. The struc- 
ture seemed to have eyes that looked over them, beyond 
them, at other things. Afar off the lights of the avenues 
glittered as if from an impossible distance. Street-car bells 
jingled with a sound of merriment. 

At the feet of the tall buildings appeared the deathly black 
hue of the river. Some hidden factory sent up a yellow glare, 
that lit for a moment the waters lapping oilily against tim- 
bers. The varied sounds of life, made joyous by distance 
and seeming unapproachableness, came faintly and died 
away toa silence. 


XVIII 


IN A PARTITIONED-OFF SECTION of a saloon sat a man witha 
half-dozen women, gleefully laughing, hovering about him. 
The man had arrived at that stage of drunkenness where 
affection is felt for the universe. “I’m good f'ler, girls,” he 
said, convincingly. “I’m good f’ler. An’ body trea’s me right, 
I allus trea’s zem right! See?” 

The women nodded their heads approvingly. “To besure,” 
they cried in hearty chorus. “You’re the kind of a man we 
like, Pete. You’re outa sight! What yeh goin’ to buy this 
time, dear?” 

“An’t’ing yehs wants!” said the man in an abandonment 
of good will. His countenance shone with the true spirit of 
benevolence. He was in the proper mood of missionaries. 
He would have fraternized with obscure Hottentots. And 
above all he was overwhelmed in tenderness for his friends, 
who were all illustrious. ““An’t’ing yehs wants!” repeated 
he, waving his hands with beneficent recklessness. “I’m good 
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f’ler, girls, an’ if an’body trea’s me right I Here,” called 
he through an open door to a waiter, “bring girls drinks. 
What ’ill yehs have, girls? An’t’ing yehs want.” 

The waiter glanced in with the disgusted look of the man 
who serves intoxicants for the man who takes too much of 
them. He nodded his head shortly at the order from each 
individual, and went. 

“W’ ’re havin’ great time,” said the man. “‘T like you girls! 
Yer right sort! See?’ He spoke at length and with feeling 
concerning the excellences of his assembled friends. ““Don’ 
try pull man’s leg, but have a good time! Dass right! Dass 
way teh do! Now, if I s’ought yehs tryin’ work me fer drinks, 
wouldn’ buy notting! But yer right sort! Yehs know how ter 
treataf’ler,an’ Istaysby yehstill spen’ las’ cent! Dass right! 
I’m good f’ler an’ I knows when an’body trea’s me right!” 

Between the times of the arrival and departure of the 
waiter, the man discoursed to the women on the tender re- 
gard he felt for all living things. He laid stress upon the 
purity of his motives in all dealings with men in the world, 
and spoke of the fervour of his friendship for those who 
were amiable. Tears welled slowly from his eyes. His voice 
quavered when he spoke to his companions. 

Once when the waiter was about to depart with an empty 
tray, the man drew a coin from his pocket and held it forth. 
“Here,” said he, quite magnificently, “here’s quar’.” 

The waiter kept his hands on his tray. “I don’t want yer 
money,” he said. 

The other put forth the coinwith tearfulinsistence. “Here’s 
quar’!” cried he, “take ’t! Yer goo’ f’ler an’ I wan’ yehs 
take ’t!” 
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“Come, come, now,” said the waiter, with the sullen air 
of a man who is forced into giving advice. “Put yer mon in 
yer pocket! Yer loaded an’ yehs on’y makes a fool of yer- 
seit” 

As the waiter passed out of the door the man turned pa- 
thetically to the women. “He don’ know I’m goo’ f’ler,” 
cried he, dismally. 

“Never you mind, Pete, dear,” said the woman of bril- 
liance and audacity, laying her hand with great affection 
upon his arm. “Never you mind, old boy! We'll stay by 
you, dear!” 

“Dass ri’! cried the man, his face lighting up at the sooth- 
ing tones of the woman’s voice. “Dass ri’; I’m goo’ fler, an’ 
w’en any one trea’s me ri’, I trea’s zem ri’! Shee?” 

“Sure!” cried the women. “And we’re not goin’ back on 
you, old man.” 

The man turned appealing eyes to the woman. He felt 
that if he could be convicted of a contemptible action he 
would die. “Shay, Nell, I allus trea’s yehs shquare, didn’ I? 
I allus been goo’ f’ler wi’ yehs, ain’t I, Nell?” 

“Sure you have, Pete,” assented the woman. Shedelivered 
an oration to her companions. “Yessir, that’s a fact. Pete’s 
a square fellah, he is. He never goes back on a friend. He’s 
the right kind an’ we stay by him, don’t we, girls?” 

“Sure!” they exclaimed. Looking lovingly at him they 
raised their glasses and drank his health. 

“Girlsh,” said the man, beseechingly, “I allus trea’s yehs 
ri’, didn’ 1? I’m goo’ f'ler, ain’ I, girlsh?” 

“Sure!” again they chorused. 

“Well,” said he finally, “le’s have nozzer drink, zen.” 
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“That’s right,” hailed a woman, “that’s right. Yer no 
bloomin’ jay! Yer spends yer money like a man. Dat’s 
right.” 

The man pounded the table with his quivering fists. “Yes- 
sir,” he cried, with deep earnestness, as if some one dis- 
puted him. “I’m goo’ f’ler, an’ w’en any one trea’s me ri’, I 
allus trea’s—le’s have nozzer drink.” He began to beat the 
wood with his glass. “Shay!” howled he, growing suddenly 
impatient. As the waiter did not then come, the man swelled 
with wrath. “Shay!” howled he again. The waiter appeared 
at the door. ““Bringsh drinksh,” said the man. 

The waiter disappeared with the orders. 

“Zat f’ler fool!” cried the man. “He insul’ me! I’mge’man! 
Can’ stan’ be insul’! I’m goin’ lick ’im when comes!” 

“No, no!” cried the women, crowding about and trying 
to subdue him. “He’s all right! He didn’t mean anything! 
Let it go! He’s a good fellah!” 

“Din’ he insul’ me?” asked the man earnestly. 

“No,” said they. “Of course he didn’t! He’s all right!” 

“Sure he didn’ insul’ me?” demanded the man, with deep 
anxiety in his voice. 

“No, no! We know him! He’s a good fellah. He didn’t 
mean anything.” 

“Well, zen,” said the man resolutely, “I’m go’ ’pol’gize!” 

When the waiter came, the man struggled to the mid- 
dle of the floor. “Girlsh shed you insul’ me! I shay—lie! I 
*pol’gize!” 

“All right,” said the waiter. 

The man sat down. He felt a sleepy but strong desire to 
straighten things out and havea perfect understanding with 
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everybody. “Nell, I allus trea’s yeh shquare, di’n’ I? Yeh 
likes me, don’ yehs, Nell? I’m goo’ f’ler?” 

“Sure!” said the woman. 

“Yeh knows I’m stuck on yehs, don’ yehs, Nell?” 

“Sure!” she repeated carelessly. 

Overwhelmed by a spasm of drunken adoration, he drew 
two or three bills from his pocket and, with the trembling 
fingers of an offering priest, laid them on the table before 
the woman. “Yehs knows yehs kin have all I got, ’cause 
I’m stuck on yehs, Nell, I—I’m stuck on yehs, Nell—buy 
drinksh—we’re havin’ grea’ time—w’en any one trea’s me 
ri —I—Nell—we’re havin’ heluva—time.” 

Presently he went to sleep with his swollen face fallen 
forward on his chest. 

The women drank and laughed, not heeding the slumber- 
ing man in the corner. Finally he lurched forward and fell 
groaning to the floor. 

The women screamed in disgust and drew back their 
skirts. “Come ahn!” cried one, starting up angrily, “let’s 
get out of here.” 

The woman of brilliance and audacity stayed behind, 
taking up the bills and stuffing them into a deep, irregu- 
larly shaped pocket. A guttural snore from the recumbent 
man caused her to turn and look down at him. She laughed. 
‘What a fool!” she said, and went. 

The smoke from the lamps settled heavily down in the 
little compartment, obscuring the way out. The smell of 
oil, stifling in its intensity, pervaded the air. The wine from 
an overturned glass dripped softly down upon the blotches 
on the man’s neck. 
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XIX 


_In A Room a woman sat at a table eating like a fat monk in 
a picture. 

A soiled, unshaven man pushed open the door and en- 
tered. ““Well,” said he, ‘““Mag’s dead.” 

“What?” said the woman, her mouth filled with bread. 

“Mag’s dead,” repeated the man. 

“Deh blazes she is!’ said the woman. She continued her 
meal. 

When she finished her coffee she began to weep. “I kin 
remember when her two feet was no bigger dan yer t?umb, 
and she weared worsted boots,”’ moaned she. 

“Well, what a’ dat?” said the man. 

“T kin remember when she weared worsted boots,” she 
cried. 

The neighbours began to gather in the hall, staring in at 
the weeping woman as if watching the contortions of a dy- 
ing dog. A dozen women entered and lamented with her. 
Under their busy hands the room took on that appalling 
appearance of neatness and order with which deathisgreeted. 

Suddenly the door opened and a woman in a black gown 
rushed in with outstretched arms. “Ah, poor Mary!” she 
cried, and tenderly embraced the moaning one. “Ah, what 
ter’ble affliction is dis!’ continued she. Her vocabulary was 
derived from mission churches. “Me poor Mary, how I feel 
fer yehs! Ah, what a ter’ble affliction is a disobed’ent chile.” 
Her good, motherly face was wet with tears. She trembled 
in eagerness to express her sympathy. 

The mourner sat with bowed head, rocking her body 
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heavily to and fro, and crying out in a high, strained voice 
that sounded like a dirge on some forlorn pipe. “I kin re- 
member when she weared worsted boots, an’ her two feets . 
was no bigger dan yer t’umb, an’ she weared worsted boots, 
Miss Smith,” she cried, raising her streaming eyes. 

“Ah, me poor Mary!” sobbed the woman in black. With 
low, coddling cries, she sank on her knees by the mourner’s 
chair, and put her arms about her. The other women began 
to groan in different keys. 

“Yer poor misguided chil’ is gone now, Mary, an’ let us 
hope it’s fer deh bes’. Yeh’ll fergive her now, Mary, won’t 
yehs, dear, all her disobed’ence? All her t’ankless behav- 
iour to her mudder an’ all her badness? She’s gone where 
her ter’ble sins will be judged.” 

The woman in black raised her face and paused. The in- 
evitable sunlight came streaming in at the window and shed 
a ghastly cheerfulness upon the faded huesof the room.Two 
or three of the spectators were sniffing, and one was weep- 
ing loudly. 

The mourner arose and staggered into the other room. 
In a moment she emerged with a pair of faded baby shoes 
held in the hollow of her hand. “I kin remember when she 
used to wear dem!” cried she. The women burst anew into 
cries as if they had all been stabbed. The mourner turned to 
the soiled and unshaven man. “Jimmie, boy, go git yer 
sister! Go git yer sister an’ we'll put deh boots on her feets!”’ 

“Dey won’t fit her now, yeh fool,” said the man. 

“Go git yer sister, Jimmie!” shrieked the woman, con- 
fronting him fiercely. 

The man swore sullenly. He went over to a corner and 
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slowly began to put on his coat. He took his hat and went 
out, with a dragging, reluctant step. 

The woman in black came forward and again besought 
the mourner. “Yeh’ll fergive her, Mary! Yeh’ll fergive yer 
bad, bad chil’! Her life was a curse an’ her days were black, 
an’ yeh’ll fergive yer bad girl? She’s gone where her sins 
will be judged.” 

“She’s gone where her sins will be judged!” cried the 
other women, like a choir at a funeral. 

“Deh Lord gives and deh Lord takes away,’ 
woman in black, raising her eyes to the sunbeams. 

“Deh Lord gives and deh Lord takes away,” responded 
the others. 

“Yeh’ll fergive her, Mary?” pleaded the woman in black. 

The mourner essayed to speak, but her voice gave way. 
She shook her great shoulders frantically, in an agony of 
grief. The tears seemed to scald her face. Finally her voice 
came and arose in a scream of pain. “Oh, yes, I’ll fergive 
her! Pll fergive her!” 


> 


said the 
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A NOTE.ON THE TYPE 
IN WHICH THIS BOOK IS SET 


Tuts book has been set in a modern adaptation of a type 
designed by William Caslon, the first (1692-1766), who, it 
is generally conceded, brought the old-style letter to its highest 
perfection. 

An artistic, easily-read type, Caslon has had two centuries 
of ever-increasing popularity in our own country—it is of 
interest to note that the first copies of the Declaration of 
Independence and the first paper currency distributed to the 
citizens of the new-born nation were printed in this type face. 
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